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MISCELLANIES. 



THE WIDOW. 



." Mumbling to herself; 



Her eyes with scalding rheum were galPd and red ; 
Cold palsy shook her head ; her hands seem'd withered, 
And o'er her crook'd shoulders had she wrapp'd 
The tatter'd remnant of an old stripp'd hanging, 
Which could not keep her carcase from the cold." 

Otway. 



Why sighs yon wretehed being, whose patchfd weeds 
Shield not her shrivell'd body from the blast, 
Who oft along the pathway's frozen side, 
In vain for fuel seeks ?— -Why from her eyes, 
That languid turn to Heav'n, imploring rest, 
Adown their well-known course mil the big tears ? 

She weeps not at her growing poverty, 
Nor envies e^er the splendour of *the world ; 

Vol. II. B 



2 MISCELLANIES. 

But, mourning, sighs for long departed joys : 
Alas ! her all is gone I— No monarch's wealth 
Can to her mind lost happiness restore ; 
Since he, her only hope, her only pride, 
Her only son, her age's sole support, 
Torn from his home, soon fill'd a wat'ry grave 

An aged Widow, much she Wd to gaze 
On him, a father's image. He, in youth, 
Regardless of all else, save one, would toil 
With his companion, chearfulness, the day ; 
And oft the mountain's rugged brow he'd dim 
To mark his distant dear-lovM humble cot, 
And think with pleasure on his boyish years, 
Life's happy morn, when care gives way to mi 
Then would he anxious cull each wild-flow'r £ 
Type of her beauty that had nVd his breast; 
And proud was he at evening to behold 
A parent's fondness in a parent's smiles; 
A cot, the humble dwelling of content ; 
And one, the sharer of his infant sports, 
His Mary; child of innocence, whose face 
Was fair, and seem'd the index of a mind, 
Pure as the unsullied snow-drop, gentle flow'r. 
The timid harbinger of welcome Spring, 
That drooping, chides dull Winter as it dies. 



HISCELLANISS. » 3 

ttobb'd of her William, she would sit and weep, 
And think of him, and vainly try to sing ; 
Then gaze with tears upon the braided hair: 
Now stop her wheel; and with an anxious look, 
Enquire of many a wand'rer by her home, 
The news, heart-rending news, of murd'rous war; 
And if perchance some letter'd hind should read 
With joyous stare, full of anxiety, 
The list of bloodshed, gazetted bombast, 
Then would poor Mary tremble, with deep sighs, 
While down her cheek roH'd many a pearly tear ; 
For she had learn'd to feel for others' woe* 
Oft while the villagers at ease were laid 
In sleep's soft lap, she'd listen to the wind, 
Whose hollow murmurs chitt'd her heart with fear ; 
Then think of dangers he'd to undergo, 
And sleepless, welcome morning's slow approach. 
But soon the rose fled from her beauteous cheek, 
And left *he lily mourning for its loss ; 
A prey to*«orrow Mary ling'ring fell, 
Wept and lamented by the rustics round. 
Sad was the slow procession ; dull each look, 
As thro* the lanes they bore this withered bud, 
To the low house whose steeple points to Heav^ri: 
And when the coffin to the earth was giv'n, '" 
At " dust to dust," the Curate, pious: guide, 
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Let fiH a tear. (1) The Sexton, grey in yaars, 
Whose look observ'd he'd long forgot to feel, j 
Reclining on his spade, e'en heav'd a «gh : 
Andas the sprig of box flew to the grave, 
The village train, the feeble, and the young, 
Blest Mart, virtuous maid, for ever gone. 

The tidings never reach'd her William's ear, 
For he too feH; unwilling sacrifice 
To wild ambition, and ere death's cold hand 
Snatch'd from his youthful cheek its wonted bloom, 
In filt'ring accents, with uplifted eyes, 
He call'd to Heav*n a parent to defend ; 
Then prostrate on the deck, midst comrades brave, 
Sunk, oft repeating his lov'd Mary's name*-— 
Thus fell our hardy brethren, innocent, 

To please ambition in its foul career ! 

« 

Tis she, his mother, who, with tott'ring steps, 
Unknowing whither, o'er the wild heath strays, 
And, to the flocks, and tenants of the groves, 
Talks many an hour away. One comrade still 
She keeps, a fond, half-starv'd, but faithful brute. 
Tray was her William's once, and leaves her riot; 
But licks the hand which seldom holds him fixxL 
In roofless cot, alas ! poor Margaret lives, 
A joy-forsaken, faded, mark of woe ; 
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Of reason reft, and robb'd of ev'ry stay, 
Save Him who registers pale misery's cry, 
And marks each hour of anguish. Oft with tears, 
She to the stranger tells a broken tale ; 
Amidst her sighs pouring to Heav*n a pray'r, 
To shed its vengeance on their guilty heads, 
Who glory in destruction. Happiness, 
She knows the world, unfeeling, cannot give 
To her pain'd bosom ; and for charity, 
The mourner asketh never. 

Woe-worn wretch ! 
Like thee what numbers drink the cup of grief, 
And sorrow ever nurse ; perchance to feed 
The growing evils of a railing state : 
Or pamper purple pride, who, callous grown, 
With eye abhorrent, scowls on wretchedness. 

Peace to thy bosom, poor unfortunate ! 
O may the friendly arm of death strike soon ! 
And soon it must, to set thy sorrows free. 
They, too, who ratten on the spoils of war, 
Like thee, must rail a prey to kindred worms. 
Thus all things have an end. The proudest state 1 , 
With the rude cottage, in their turns must rail ; 
And Prince and Peasant mingle with the dust I 
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STANZAS 
OK VISITING A MOTHEB*S GRAVE. C 



" View the tomb with sculpture splendid, 

View the sod with briars bound ; 
There the farce of finery's ended,— 

All are equal under ground : 
Wise men, weak ones, poor, and wealthy, 

Tenant unremitting graves ; 
Haughty, humble, tick, and healthy, 

Britain's sons and Afrit's slaves !" 



I, to the Qrarch-yard went to see 

The spot where my poor Mother's laid, 
When quick the tears gush'd from my eye ;— 

I hung my head like one afraid ; 
And thought of all the anxious days, 

And restless nights for me she bore ; 
A puny thing, ill worth her care, 

Then did I sigh, and. weep the more* 



MISCELLANIES. 

'Twas sorrow's luxury to see 

The sod that wrapp'd a parent's clay, 
And on that narrow spot of earth, 

O, I could weep the hours away ! 
I tore a nettle from her tomb ! 

Why should a rank weed flourish there ? 
O'er one who virtue made her guide, 

Pale prey to sickness, want, and care* 

Oft do I mark the humble shed, 

Where blythe was spent life's op'ning day ; 
And oft, at eve, I trace the fields 

Where she would fondly with me stray ; 
And oft I seek the place of graves, 

Where one I water with a tear ; 
And still her spirit seems to say, 

Prepare in time to, rest thee here ! 

And oft I think of that sad hour, 

When she was to the dust consign'd ; 
Soon eager heat my guileless heart 

To seek the world, to know mankind : 
The world I saw, mankind I loved, 

And heedless sail'd down pleasure's stream ; 
Now, busy mem'ry loud proclaims, 

Life's morning's all a fey'rish dream! 



8 MISCELLANIES, 

Near to that little mound of earth, 

Fain would I rest 107 wearied head, 
For I'm a joyless pilgrim here, 

And none would seek my narrow bed* 
Reflection wounds me in the past ; 

To-morrow brings not hope to me ; 
O, sainted form ! O, parent blest ! 

Would I had bow'd to earth with thee ! 

I think of eve's long wish'd-for hours, 

When joyous home from school I flew ; 
And with affection's dearest kiss, 

My arms around her neck I threw. 
Tho' luxury our board ne'er grac'd, 

'Midst poverty content was giv'n, 
And all that wealth or wisdom boast, 

Are nought without this boon of Heav'n I 

Still could I find a haven of rest 

On her pure bosom, fondly lov'd ; 
And all hope's wanton dreams of bliss, 

Were, with a smile, by her approv'd: 
Her lessons led to virtue's path ; 

Her num'rous sorrows were made mine ; 
And ever present is her look, 

When now I welcome life's decline. 



'9 



_ • 

Long ere ten times I'd seen blythe spring 

Spread o'er the earth her fbst'ring dews, 
Odd were the lips I weeping tissTd, 

And I was told heart-rending newt 
Whate'er my fate, whate'er my care, 

While in this frame life's pulse shall beat, 
All worldly ills I'll patient tar, 

And £*% hope with hes to 
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]l 

INSCRIPTION WBITTEN AT CORBY CASTLE; |l 

TBS EOMAXTIC SEAT OF HENRY HOWARD, ESQ. 



" Let others praise the Leasows's piling, 
Where Shevstoke tun'd his love4orn strains— 
What, tho* he sung of groves, and bow'rs; 
Of winding paths bestrewn with flow'rs ; 
Of murmuring streamlets, echoing glades, 
Woods, lawns, and minstrel-haunted shades ; 
lambkinsvfiporting near the brook, 
garland, pipe, or shepherd's crook % 
Twas Akt and Fancy brought to view, 
What Natube here presents to you.** 



:.> 






Reader, if rocks, woods, waters, lawns, and meads, ! 
Or aught of nature's captivating dress,—- • 

If warbling hymns in the Creator's praise, 
Pour'd all around from many a balmy brake, 
Thy mind can charm; thrice welcome to these shades, 
Where peace and mild content for ever dwell. 
Now while fhy wearied limbs at rest are laid, 
In some sequester'd bow'r free from all noise ; 
Save melodies from many a woodland choir, 
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Or Eden murm'ring o'er bis rocky bed : 
Bethink thee, as the waters glide along, 
So pass thy <lays ; but never to return. 

If e'er the lofty pine attract thine eye, 
Twill lead thy thoughts to Heavn. In musing mood, 
The wide-stretched mountain, the proud oak-crown'd 

rock, 
The wood of many hues, the far-heard stream, 
The sportive flock that graze the velvet lawn ; 
Nay ev'n the grassy turf o'er which we tread, 
Green habitation of the insect world, 
Each speaks in silent eloquence of God* 

Perchance, in quest of rural nook thou stray'st, 
A stranger to these much-lov'd scenes ; then know. 
The virtuous owners of this blest abode, 
By justice, charity, and boundless love, 
Endearing man to man, examples great, 
Give lustre never-fading to the spot 

If in thy bosom beats a patriot's heart, 
Indignant at the threats and murd'rous deeds 
Of him, thy happy country's high-swol'n foe ; 
Lo ! Howard hails thee, welcome to his seat. 
But should cold apathy enslave thy mind, 



And thou of Eland's Weal regardless roam'* j 
Or feel'st no* fin: thy brethren, Afric's mma* 
By Europeans torn from friends and home* 
Ezil'd for ever for thy luxuries ; 
Weak votary to pleasure, {aide, or powV, 
Hence, laugh with fblly in the noisy town ! 

M& 9 1803, 
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lN was not made to MOURN. 



better to be cheerful, than indulge in weeping, 
and gnashing of teeth." 

f breaks seasons, and reposing noun; 

lie night morning, and the noontide night !" 

Shakspeabe. 

nlring sun, aslaunt the hill, 
i labour. quit the plough ; 
>w in monie a window keek'd 
id mankind adieu: 
musing on towards a wood, 
re joyous youth was spent, 
h an oak a carle stood, 
,se body time had bent. 

ks were silver'd o'er wi' years, 
claithing coarse and bare ; 
jerfu' seem'd his honest heart, 
; had known mickle care : 
park, tho' drawing near its end, 
cheerfully did burn ; 
, I read an aged friend, 
had forgot to mourn. 
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* Stranger/' quoth he, « where wander'st thou. 

Amid the dews of eve ? 
Thine eye, methinks, is wet wi 9 woe, 

Why shun the world to grieve ? 
O hear a wight, whom age has taught i 

Nor mock his years wi' scorn ; 
Be not in youth by sorrow caught—* 

Man was not made to mourn ! 

<* For me, I'm puir as puir can he, 

Wha ance cou'd boast o' wealth ; 
And wan and withered is this cheek,, 

Whare late sat blooming health : 
On earth I am but fortune's sport, 

And wander here forlorn ; 
What then, life's journey is but short. 

And why shou'd mortals mourn ? 

" Tis hard to lose a partner dear, 

Or parent fondly kind ; 
'Tis hard to lose a friend sincere, 

Of independent mind : 
Tho' sweet's the tear by pity shed,. 

O'er gentle virtue*s urn, 
Yet be not sorrow's captive led—* 

Man was not made to mourn I 
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« Hast thou been robb'd of a* thy kin, 

That thus thou heav'st a sigh ? 
Or griev'st thou for a faithfu' friend, 

On whom thou cou'd'st rely ? 
A friendless brother here behold ; 

Death a* frae me has torn ; 
Yet something bids me ay be bold—* 

Man was not made to mourn ! 

" Hast thou by hope been aft beguil'd, 

Or saiTd down pleasure's stream ? 
And started back frae ruin's brink, 

Like ane wak'd frae a dream? 
Tho* monie cares on pleasure wait, 

Frae which 'tis wise to turn; 
Repentance never is too late, 

Then why shou'd mortals mourn ? 

"Or enviest thou yon pamper 'd lord, 

Wha rules at pleasure's ball ? 
Let plenty smile upon his board, 

And numbers wait his call : 
That wealth is giv'n him but in trust, 

Tho' he at puirtith spurn ; 
The man wha puir dares to be just, 

Hath little cause to mourn ! 



t6 MISCELLANIES 

u The pow'r wha rules yon rising orb, 

And sits abuin the sky, 
Hath giv'n to man an angel form, 

But wills that tie shall die; 
Then what avails all earthly bliss* 

Since we to dust return ? 
A better world there is. than this* 

And why should mortal* mourn r\ 

u A' nature vkw^-The herds that gnu* 

Alang the meads, rejoice; 
The gangsters chaunt their gratefV lays, 

Wi' one accordant voice : 
To lordly man is reason giv'n, 

Yet oft the poor forlorn, 
By madd'nbg passions wildly dri^n, 

Hopeless, lives but to mourn. 

" Howe'er on life's rough sea thou*rt crost, 

'Tis folly to despair ; 
The feeblest bark, when tempest-tost, 

Some kind relief may share : 
Still cherish hope, that peacefu' guest, 

Nor from Religion turn ; 
Then will no tumult swell thy breast, 

Nor thou have cause to mourn !" 



Here ceas'd the sage ; and sought his way 

Along the dark'ning vale ; 
But oft his meek instructive voice* 

Seem'd passing on each gale. 
Ne'er may I from these rules, depart, 

Till down to earth I'm borne; 
But think, in spite of learned art, 

Man was nqt made to mourn T 
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OUR SAILORS. 



« O protect the hardy Tar, 

Be mindful of his merit ! 
And when again you're plungM in war 

He'll ahew his daring spirit ! n 



Eus 



Sing, Muse, tho' feeble be thy strain, 
Those who our liberties maintain, 
Who fearless triumph on the main- 
our Sailors ! 

When freedom, property, and laws, 
Are threaten'd by tyrannic fees, 
Who first espouse the glorious cause ? 

Our Sailors! 

Who scorn the despot stain'd with blood, 
And scare his navies o'er the flood — • 
Destroy them, for our country's good ? 

Our Sailors ! 



* 
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Who act thro* life an honest part? 
Who always shew the gen'rous heart ? 
Who're dup'd by many a villain's art ? 

Our Sailors f 

Who ever dry misfortune's tear, 
Nor sorrow's tale refuse to hear : 
Each helpless outcast proud to cheer ? 

Our Sailors ! 

Who guard our coast, protect the fair ? 
Who death an4 danger nobly dare? 
Who bravely conquer, but to spare ? 

Our Sailors ! 

Who still supply our groaning boards, 
With ev'ry dainty earth affords? 
Who pity Gallia's vaunting hordes ? 

Our Sailors! 

Who brave hidd'n rocks, and dang'rous seas ? 
Who bear the pestilential breeze ? 
Who taste not luxury nor ease ? 

Our Sailors ! 



Toa, fearless, J*^^*,^? 

^ ^ P *T«erry «- Ha * e * 8 ^ , 
^^\^**e ******* 
Staibappy A*** oat Saa°» l 

To the© ^e^*^!^- 
W oe **> l0,n * Oar Sailors 1 

♦ let AeMtise*^' t 
iB^g*" 1 *' 1 Livea*r€ conceal, 
Nor deeds ^^aoc^a^feel, 

Btt t teU *• pang 9 w 0ur Sailors'. 
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hail their native land ! 
press seme kindred hand, 
Lendship greets along die stand 1 , 

Our Sailors! 

embrace, a prattler's smile, 
st welcome, fcee. from guile, 
ake forgetful of past toil 

Our Sailors! 

rk the ruthless fiends appear, 
11 each dear connection tear 
10 should be their country's care, 

Our Sailors ! 

Britons, blush J to have it told, 
the tender's putrid hold 
dings, cow'rdly, force the bold, 

Our Sailors ! 

thy bosom, feeling Bard ! (3) 
Pring brethren didst regard ; 
I'd on Britons, to reward 

Our Sailors ! 
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While British Tars are dear to fame 
So long thy song shall praises claim ; 
And grateful will they bless thy name, 

Our Sailors! 



f 
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MIDNIGHT REFLECTIONS. 



" Night on the earth pour'd darkness; on the sea, 
The wakesome sailor to Orion's -star 
And Helice turn'd heedful. Sunk to rest, 
The traveller forgot his toil ; his charge 
Thecentinel; her death-devoted babe, 
The mother's painless breast. The village dog 
Had ceas'd his troublous bay. Each busy tumult 
Was hush*d at this dead hour ; and darkness slept, 
Lock'd in the arms of silence.'' 

Apollonius Rhomb*. 

" Night mounts her curtain'd wane ; 
The dancing stars compose her filial train ; 
Black muffl'd sleep steals on with silent pace, 
And dreams flit feat, imagination's race." 



Now o'er die face of nature, night has thrown 
Her sable mantle. Cynthia's silver beam 
Shews not the distant bay, the vessel's course, 
On which I love to ponder, from this height : 
Pale empress, pleasing ever, she illumes 
Some clime far distant. There, on giddy mast, 
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How many a seaman views that cheering orb ; 
Then thinks of parents, kindred, wife, and friend 
Perchance, hope whispers how a faithful fair 
May sighing, trembling, view the bright expanse 
While oft she prays for his long-wish'd return. 
fte toils submissive, scorning to complain; 
And laughs at danger. 

Think, ah ! think ye proud. 
From midnight revels freed, what he endures, , 
To store your groaning boards with pois'nous swef 
That make you oft the hardy peasant's sooSL 
Ne'er let ingratitude to him give pain, 
Who, shame on man, oft torn from all he loves, 
Braves sultry climes, hidden rocks, and powerful fi 
Proud of his country* 

_ Silence reigns around, 
Save the rain patt'ring on the casement rude, 
Driv'n by the breeze. It seems the, vpice of Heav 
And still should make us mindful of the cause* 

t 

Oft at. this hour, methinks 'tis sweet to muse, 
On perils we've encounter'd, and escap'd ; 
Of sicknesses, too soon, alas ! forgot : 
Then dive into futurity's dark womb, 
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And lead the mind to deaths sure, near approach. 
To me, when wearied with day's studious toil, 
It seems betimes life's luxury supreme, 
Sel&exU'd from the land which gave me hath, 
In nook retir'd, far from the hum of man, 
To think of youthful friends, fbr ever lost ; 
Of parents, relatives, sunk to the dust: 
To trace' with sages o'er my taper dim, 
The various changes on life's busy stage, 
Of states and mortals. Nor mispent the time, 
Giv'n te the Muse ; tho' woo* d too oft in vain. 
Rear'd on the lap of humblest poverty, ' 
By those who vainly sought coy fortune's smile. 
The rays of learning ne'er illum'd my mind : 
Yet, though debarr'd the joys of wealth and science 
While virtue dictates for another's weal, 
The song that soothes a brother on his way, 
My pipe shall not hang idly 'gainst the wall ; 
Tho* feeble be its tone. The simple rhyme, 
The moral thought, of one unknown to fame, 
An ear may please, and turn a mind from vice. 

Not reft of feeling— now the clock hath told 
The noon of night — O ! I could weep for those. 
The houseless wand'rers 'mid the savage blast, 

Vol II. '" E 
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Poor wretched outcasts of society ! 

Torn by our faithless sex from virtue's seat £ 

Reflecting never— -making vice a trade. 

w-Ah ! nature shudders at the dark-wrought scene! 

He sleeps not, now, the helpless wretch, immur'A 
Within yon gloomy prison's* dark dank cell, 
Th' insolvent debtor, from his friends exil'd. 
Health smiles no longer on him ; and ajas ! . - 
The thoughts of happy years, long since flown by, . 
Prompt daily sighs, and break the night's repose. 
His partner, offspring, driven to penury, 
Woe-worn, and sickly, begging oft in vain, \ 

For ever haunt him on his scanty straw.— : \ 

But 'tis the will of proud relentless man, % 

Whose heart, " flint to the core,*' ne'er learn'd to feel; > 
And law's loud voice must own such deeds are just- > 
Bear light thy sorrows, heartless son of want; 
Let christian fortitude soothe each distress ; 
Thy country boasts the wealthy and the good, 
Who feel indignant at a brother's woes ; 
And still may such enjoy the sufF'rer's praise. 
—Still be this truth engraven on each mind ; 
Life's but a prison ! Princes breathe enchain'd-— 
Death to the virtuous only, freedom gives ! 

• Carricifergus. 










How many, reckless of Ait salens Lour, 
In yon pnnw town of cconain <, idly waste 
The time in riot, and mtemp'ra&e JPJ* J 
The nudnight faafl, the splendid shew of pride, 
The costly viands, or the masy dance, 
To. them alone have charms. Thrice happier he, 
The peaceful peasant, who from hardy toil, 
Asks hat the frugal meal nature r e quir e s. 
—-Man's real wants are few. From luxury, 
Spriiig:cocmtlew cares, that poison life's few years ! 

The cottage children of this straw-rooPd shed, 
In sleep's, soft arms, dream o'er their little sports. 
Blest cherttbs4*-*»Ah 1 what hitter storms may blight 
Such op'ning buds, exceeds proud mortals' ken* 
• Best on. Peace to your slumbers, happy boys I 
Best on. A few short years may see you drawn 
Into the wily snares of wicked men. 
Or, ere anether inoon lights these brown hills, 
Perhaps you're doomed to hasten to the grave ; 
And sorrow-sunk, your parents leave in pain. 
— God's wiH ibe done f— ,r Fis weakness to repine t 

How different those stretch'd on the bed of death, 
Who count each kay minute as it flies; 
Praying for morn's approach, «nd mounung still, 

•BelfesU 
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Hope teUs, another day may bring thm ease; 
Bat hope loo eft deeeivef the giddy brain; 
Be patient, sons of sickness; mindful still 
That virtuous deeds, though scorn'd by Mammon's 

train, 
"Will meet a sure reward* Remember, tooy 
The Ruler of the winds can only grant 
A healing balm to sorrow or disease*. 

The thousand cares which agkate frail man, 
During the glare of day, are hush'd to rest* 
Emotions dire of envy, pangs of pride, 
Tortures of jealousy, and fears of want; 
."Doubts, sorrows, pains, fancied perplexities,. 
Loves ill«requited, friendships unreturn'd> 
A while are all forgottenu 

On his couch,. 
Encanopied with velvet, the proud Prince* 
Who conquers kingdoms, millions keeps in awe, 
And revels on the lap of luxury, 
Ibates not more sweets than doth the wretchlowbo^ 
Who nestles in his straw.. 

Then since 'tb thusy 
Thfct not ev'a honors, pow'r, or pride of birth, 



\ 



i, all the wealth Golconda's mountains yield, 
1 smooth the brow of care; why will frail man 
pining^ fret his few. short years away ? 
t me, whate'er the ills I'm doom'd to hear, 
te of the proud man's scorn, the wise one's sneer, 
thankful, ever^ to the King of kings!. 



*:. 
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TEA. 



Let Gripus ill-got gow'd ay hoard ? 
Let dainties deck ilk glutton's board ; 
Gie trinkums to yon pamper'd lord, 

Ambition's slave ! 
Wi* hamely fare? a table stor'd, 

la a* I crave ! 



Heart-cheerin' bev'rage, weel-brew'd Tea* 
Souchoiig— Imperial, or Bohea-— 
Or leel, or sad, I lo'e to see 

Thy dark streams 4ow; c ■ 
To young and auld ,, ay dear thou'lt be, 

Care's welcome foci > 

Tho' slander raves, while o'er thee set, 

An' mak» weak heartless bodies fret ; ' > 

Just sae, o'er dear-bought wines, when met 

A drouthie crew, * 

Puir modest worth can seldom get 

The tribute due*. 
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lis saul, wha brought thee o'er 
old Albion's craggy shore; (4) 
unt the chiel, the shrub he bore 

By cuifs despis*d, 
Id woods wave, and billows roai^ 

Will ay be priz'i 

mie tnim the reemin stoup, 
,ws the strangest on his doupe, 
py they, wha form a groupe, 

Thy balm to share ! 
r destroy'st the §*uir man's hope, 

Nor adds to care. 

r*8t for drink— thou senrtst for meat— (5) 
ind cottar thou'rt a treat; 
weeans, lispin' sweet, 

To age bent down, 
Ian frosts, or Suthern heat, 

Weel art thou known. 

Sam Johnson (6) thou wert dear I 
e's sang he lo'ed to hear ; ' 
tt's swellin* notes oou'd e'er 

Sic joy impart ; 
n'd by thee, his converse clear 

Charm'd ilka heart* 



3 ...... 
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Howard (7) to sordid interest bfmit, r " : 
Wha sought to' succour a' mankind, ' ' ^ 
In thee cotf'cl ay a solace find, ' " * ** 

When welcom'd hame ; 
For thou wert gien to soothe the mind-*- - 

Erais'd be thy name! 

O'er thee, I've studied monie a sang, 
When blasts "blew wild, and nights were lang 
-Such, wisdom's chiels may ay think wrang; 

Spite o' their lear, 
Wha rhymestogie grin, vice a bang, r '" 

Has nought to fear! 

OVr thee, I've tasted luive's pure joy, ' 
An' aft suppress'd the risih' sigh : 
Nae mair the wee deceitfu' boy 

Can cause alarms ; 
His powerfu' dart I dare defy, ! ^ 

An* Deauty's charms] 

O'er thee, Fve griev'd for moriie a wight, 
An' schemed to mat his sorrows light : 
While I hae pow'r ft. A. to write, "* '' 

Be this my plan, 
The lave to help, but ne'er to slight "* "' '* 

w; ' Pair luckiest man! 



ret tiiee, in f<mtJi A and naw fa age, 

[anlond Pre, fcac'd on nionje a, J&agp ; 

lie patriot baulo^ &£ dee^learn'd qage^ . \ «. 

The gray* divine ; 
Tie pension'd to^e, wha rauntin *aga, 

$uf i|e'er can shine. 

to thee, I jpi^jr to fee She day, 
Then toil-worn man) o'er Jang a ppejr 
o star-clad brith$re, .f Apff be gay £ 

^n' W£9* *he hour, 
?hen tyranny ^gan to decay, 

An' lose his pow'r, 

>'er thee, Fy^e |though|; wi' heartfelt jcowi, 
V what ilk mortal yet shou'd mourn ; 
low Afxic's sons Irae hame were torn, 

,An* basely sauld ; 
Hush, Britons J a£ sjc deeds,, hell-born, 

• ' . Whene'er their tauld f (8) 

mind what comfort thou cou'd'st gie, 
Vlian todlen roun my minny's knee; 
Ln' lang as I hae pow'r to prie, 

At morn and eve, ' 
to mine sax cups o' wholesome Tea, 

m scorn to grieve I 

VtA.lt. * 
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Wae wait the loons ! few be their days, 
Wha'd folk destroy wi' leaves o' slaes. 
An 9 pois'nous weeds, their walth to raise, 

Spite o' our laws ! 
May auld Nick on sic deadly fees 

Suin fix his claws ! 

Ye fair, wi' whom I've far*d fa' bra*, 

Peace to yer bosoms, ane an* a* ! 

• . . *■ 

An achin head ne'er may ye cla*, 

But lang be blest; 

An* Tea yer troubles wash a wa% 

Till sunk in rest ! 

Ye chiels whom I hae cause to prize, 
Wha Tea wi' me wou'd ne'er despise ; 
Wha wished me ay the wale o' joys, 

An' sooth'd ilk care; 
Led be yer hearts, my merry boys, 

When I'm nae mair I 
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LOUISA, A BALLAD. 

Where yon tall pine nods o'er the deep* 
And murm'ring chides each passing gale, 

Louisa oft would si* and weep, 

And tell, with broken sighs, her tale. 

" What dost thou gaze at, village youth ? 

Why down thy cheek rolls the big tear ? 
Why press thy finger on thy mouth ? 

Louisa's tale, boy, would'st thou hear? 



t- 



" The hips and haws are oft my food; 

The nearest water drink supplies; 
My bed is in the thickest wood, 

But sleepless oft with morn I rise ! 

" Thou little girl, with rosy cheek, 
To thee the villain man's unknown; 

Hell woo thee, but thy ruin seek, 
Then soon thy happiness is flown ! 

" Art thou an only parent's care ? 
I, too, had once a mother dear ! 



Hie borne! her smiles, her blessings &#&** 
No more my sorrows shali thou heart" 

* « 

Thus sunk a prey to want and griet^ 
The worH Ho pleasure could impart;; 

Friendship tould fend her bo relief 
Nor pity heal a broken hettrtk 

With woe-worn looks, in wild despair, 
Now she'd repeat » lover's natoae ; 

Now gaze ^^, her -only care, 
The living record <of her shame. 

Npw in each feature* fondly trae* 
The look, that did her heart betray ; 

Then bending iPer-lus beauteous 1 fccfe, 
Would weep the fingering hour* sfv#fi^rw 

*' Ah ! pretty babeT she oft would cry, 
w Thy smile but deeper wounds my breast 

Where, where ftonrtanVry earn we fly? 
The grave's our only place Of rest I 

u Ah ! pretty babel no father hears 
Thy tongue its lisping tales repeat ; 

No lover dries thy mother's tears, 
Nor marks- her painful bosom beat I 



c# Be sotiow poer Louisa's lot I 

Yet still her pray'r shall be to HeaVn* 

That tho' by Henry now forget, 

His wrongs to her may be forgiv'n !'* 

A stranger no w to all repose, , 

No more the mourner hop'd for peace ;. 

And Heav'n, in pity to her wees, 
Soon bade Louisa's sonows ocase* 

Where yon tall spire o'er-tops the height,- 
And many a place of rest is seen, 

There wanders one from morn to night; 
Guilt ^ihfgfo his look and aller'd mien. 

He heeds no* stranger's greffer'd aid, 
Nor dulling rain, nor piercing blast ; 

But near the aged yew-tree's shade, 
Far ever tbiftksof what is past* 

On one he looks, to <me he speaks* 
Whom oft be pray s kind Heav'n to save;. 

And with his babe, the Maniac seeks 
Wild flow'rs, to deck Louisa's grave. 
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ODE TO POVERTY. 



" »Tis better to be lowly bora, 

And range with humble livers, in content, 

Than to be perk'd up in * glitVring grief. 

And wear a golden sorrow.** 

-Shakspeaee* 

" The learn'd is happy, nature to explore ; 
The fool is happy, that he knows no more; 
The rich is happy in the plenty giv'n : 
The poor contents him with the care of Heav'n. 

Po?fr 



Hail Poverty ! in tatter'd weeds array 'd ; 
The scorn of wealth, and all the gay-deck'd eren 
Oft by thy sons despis'd, 
Who bow to pride. 

Tho' in thy train, the spectre, care, appear*, 
With wrinkl'd sorrow, pale-fac'd misery, 
These haunt the costly pile, 
Where grandeur dwells. 
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Then wherefore shall men shudder at thy name, 
Unmindfol of the fix'd decrees of fkte? 
To Him who rules on high. 
We all must bow. 

Death waits alike the portals of the great, 
And the crazed cottage. Virtue makes as blest ; 
And when she deigns to smile) 
She ne'er deceives. 

No foe art thou to genius. They whose names 
Immortal live, high on the rolls of fame. 
Companions were of thine, 
Yet died in peace. " 

"What Bard than Dryden tun'd more sweet the lyre? 
And who like Otway call'd forth pity's tear? 
Still Butler's humour gives 
To laughter birth. 

While seasons roll, and nature speeds her course, 
While liberty shall swell the virtuous breast, 
. Still Thomson's classic lays 
New praise will claim I 
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While Scotia's warn shall harmony admire, 
The mournful dirge sublime, the pasVral long, 
* The magic vew of BurKs 
Mankind thill charm ! 

Erin, dear Isle! of courts the soara, like *cdm 
Long as the shamrock marks thy fertile vales; 
Thy Goldsmith's name shall rise 
A country 's pride I 

Haii Bcrwerty ! the wisest, and the best 
Of Kings,* to whom our dearest rights toe ovi 
With thee enjoyed content, 
In lowly guise. 

The arts, the sciences, thorn ne'er fbrsak'st; 
Thy sons, industrious, claim our nation's «u», 
Their deeds on land and main, 
Hie world well knows. 

.Let not proud mortals east a searnftl 
At toil- worn brethren, still their 

The lordling and the slave 
Bow to the tomb) 

• Alfred the Great. 
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INSCRIPTION FOR AN OAR SEAT 

Oft THE SUMMIT OF A HILT. 



Stop, gentle traveller, on this rude Seat, 
Rest thee awhile ; and ponder on mankind : 
Turn nature's volume o'er, with prying eye, 
And in each page thou'lt find a sweet reward. 
If thou hast journey'd long thro' life's dark rak, . 
And poverty hath thy companion been, 
Offend not God, by murmuring at his will ; ; ' x 
But let religion ever he thy guide. - •• 

Remember what thou art ; what thou must be ; 
How life's dull path is short, o'er which thou stray% 
And thou art on eternity's dread brink— ' 

Eternity !— Ah 1 word but little weight ! 

• . • ■ ■ ■. •■ -•/* 

Now turn thine eye, yon mansion gay behold, 
Its parks, its pleasure grounds, diverted streams, 
Lakes, woods umbrageous, temples, and cascades^ 
Where art with nature almost dares to vie; * 
And if thou envy'st its proud pamper'd lord, 
Whose pow'r and rich domains extend afar ; 
Check the vain thought. Know wealth is rapti* 

cares, 
And but the virtuous are the truly great 1 
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If fortune's favours, traveller, thou canst boast, 
Bethink thee for what purpose they, were giv'n ; 
Nor loiter here: time's ever on the wing! 
Yet should thy panting bosom rest require, 
Let what thine eye behold'st lead thee to Heav'n ! 

This Seat, thy wearied body that supports, 
Once tower'd majestic, the dark forest's pride ; 
It was the. raven's <cradle> roek'd by storms, 
Where oft they tasted aldermanic bliss, 
And caw'd, delighted,; o'er an unfledg'd brood ; 
"While many an humbler tree, and fragrant shrub, 
And tender How% emblem of innocence; 
Its thick-wav'n branches sheltered from thd blast* 
Oft too, the hind, ; ta shun the fervid glow 
Of Summer's noon-tide sun, has sought its shade ; 
Pleas'd with wild warblings from its topmost boughs* 
While e'er his scanty 1 meal, in peace reclin'd, 
He envyM no one* Now, time-rent, and fallen, 
X/3. 1 its decay bespeaks the fate of man, 
Fair lord of the creation, frail and vain ! 

.- * ■ 

If pensive grown, thou hang'st a musing head, 
One moment's thought points out thy kindred earth g 
And faded leaves that qui v'ring float around, 
Soon, soon may rustle o'er thy narrow home I 
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Thm&uga to view yon cottage fc* the *ate, 
Where late content beam'd in-each rudfy face; 
See'st thou the ruia»?t~Msaic a helpless paiiy 
Who sit,, and moving aadteH topassftrfrby, 
Bow war hath blasted all theur hope* e£ age* 
In sons, who fought, and fell in foreign fields. 
One hope they have, the hop* that virtue gives* 
It leaves the poor man never : HeavVs rewanV 
To sufFiring aortal** in this vale of teasel 

If thy young heaart hath not yet felt- a pang, 
Uot those thy brethren,, whose distress bespeaks 
Thy country's: ruin^ in its growing pride> 
Go! * r Learn the lttsnryof doing good; f. 
But, if unmindfiiLef a better^worid, 
The phantom pleasure thou hast lang pursuft; " ; 
A»d self predominates o'er others' wrongs, 
Hence,, sluggard I— Km\r. thou art not wekotf^ 

lltte! ' i :.- 
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Now Autumn hath revived the former's hope, 
Audthe rich gift^ofCeresting*d with gold; 
Ptees'd wi&the beuftfeeus gifty 
Each field he views." 



Axon* 



Summer's veritee* mm is flted; 

Faded are her fragrant flow 1 **; 

Savage Autumn strips the bow'rs, 
^VhUedullnatuwhaagshiBrlicaiL 

Songs of joy no more »r*beaAit ■ 
Thro' the wiiiding; valley floaty 
Save the redbreast's grateful note, 

Fond, domestic, pleasing bird I 

Yet, ere chilling snows decend, 

He must quit each well-known; wood ; 
And to hamlets driv'n for food, 

-Ask of faithless man a friend. 



T 
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Where, beneath the blooming thorn, 
Blithe, the milk-maid with her pail, 
Listen'd to the rustic's tale, ; 

Softly told at early morn, 

Fallen leaves now withering lie ; 
Faded moralists, that teach 
Mortals much ; tho' void of speech, . 

For, like them, soon all must die ! 

Deadly blasts now loudly blow. 
Telling haggard Winter near ; 
Whose approach what millions fear, 

Sunk by poverty and woe ! 

Oh ! that pleasure's sparkling train, 
Wou'd their false-nam'd joys forbear! 
And the gifts of Heaven share, 

With each child of want and pain i 



Reckless then of fortune's frown, 

Man his loud complaints might Cease : 
Life would be a vale of peace, 

Happy state, ah ! little known 1 



V . , * 
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THE AUTHOR'S WILL. 

* • . • * 

Great Bards, in all ages, all countries, we find, 
Whose works now delight and enlighten mankind, 
Were scorn'd by dame fortune, and ofttimes despis'd ; 
When the foes of each country by monarch's were 

prizM. 
The prince of all Poets, old Homer, was poor, 
And his ballads, unequall'd, would sing at. each door ; 
Who the sigh can suppress, that the works ere peruse, 
Of Cervantes, who wretched, the world cou'd amuse ? 
And while Albion the fate of her Dryden still 

mourns, 
Old Scotia may blush p'er the tomb of poor Burns* 
If distress mark'd the favourite sons of the Nine, 

■s. 

Let not scribblers like me at the world e'er repine ; 
But be thankful for favours we ne'er can repay, 
And smile at life's ills that must soon fade away. 
O spare a poor rhymer, ye friends ever dear, 
Nor be to the man or his lays too severe ; 
Dear brethren ! to whom all his failings are known, 
Rail not at his foibles, bat heed well your own : 
For, if pleasure's bowl he was anxious to seize, 
Remember his motto-~»" Still willing to please V 



An itch after scribbling wag long hi* delight, 
And if virtue dictated, you'll own he did light: 
Spider-like, if he span hk weak cofasrdU in vaini 
And the verse gave not pleasure, it seldom gate pain. 

Since life's an uncertainty, Sir relaxation, 
He gladly wfcn'd cancel each ligirt oUagfc**.; ' 
For dunces, like prince*, an hoar cannot nactoaH 
But both must obey, when death pleases %o beckot: 
That leveller alike heeds tine one's harnikgtrhyinfe 
And the other's dominion*, fan /xw> and Jnscrato' 

. f 

First— A fond father's PoaTMur,i leave to that 
friend, t 

Who to th' wants of his parents will swaarteattetf ; 
With a Stick, the Jirm pledge of my father's aftectidfc> 
On which I oft muse with a pleasing reflection, 
May he use it, when age bids his body decline, 
And the son makes his parent as happy as nine! 

Next, my Flute, that on {Eden's green banks I 

oft play'd, 
To amuse a dear friend, or a mir artless maid, ' 
Whose wild notes have sooth'd me, and chee&d &&J 

a sigh, 
W!hen on follies reflecting, a tear dimm'd ray ey<*> 



[ leave to * " ' , ayoatli to iiiy ininct;* 

I gift of esteem, to the friend of mankind : 

Hay its tones afford pleasure, and shield him froii 

strife, • 
tad virtue and harmony guide him thro* life f 

All my M Si trifles I fireely bequeath, 
To Crito, for whom oft the Muse forms a wreath 1 : 
[f I'm void of invention, or poetic spirit, 
Hie touch of my friend changes nonsense to merit! > 
And as he from the censure of sland'rers can save me, 
I leave him the neat Silver Pen, ■ ■ ■ ■ gave me, 
With this simple request, that, with it, when Fm gone, ' 
He the simple inscription will write lor my stone 1 ; 
Not forgetting to warn young and old, passing by; 
To repent of their sins, and make ready to die* 
? Tia my pray'r he may long by the Muse be insptr'd, 
Whose name will be honoured, while merit's adtiuVd; 
For no arts but his own have promoted his fame, 
Nor a verse has he written that virtue can blame. 

My Selection or Sonos I bequeath toF. J— t, 
Some the musings of genius, some ravings of folly; 
He may print them, or bum them, as best it will 

suit him, 
Ev*n call mine his own, if he does, few will doubt him, 

VoLII. h 



so imctuAHitfk 

To Mils — — , the best female! h*ow; A 
Whose friendship beguiled the pain'd boson! of <*#, 
If she'll deign to accept, every Pictxhuc and Bcotf, 
I bequeath, with my Music by Thomson or Hook; 
A Portfolio of Fragments, and Litters, foot 

treasure. 
Strange mixture of nonsense, lore/ friendship, pi 

pleasure: • ■•-•^ 

With some she may rub off die rust of dull care, 
In others view passions that lead to despair. 

From the best, to the vainest, we scribblers 3$ 
change, <• :>a\1 

Tis the license of folly, with freedom to jange ; 
To Miss ' $ I leave, nor hope shell refuse theift 
A Volumb of Words, with directions to use theifc 
The whole by Sam Johnson, who form'd the great 

rules, .' . ,v _..^-^_.. .vT' 

That preserve conunonsense, spiteof ntimen arai/Stifc 

•» k 
■ ' >. n 

To Carlyjle, whose. friendship's a treasure to *a*, 
I leave this warm wish, he long happy may be, 1 
With him, aft at twilight in Summer I've jtray'd£l 
And heard the last song of the thrush in the glade, 
While charm'd With the landscapes, tohka ever dear, 
Whose pencil pourtray'd every changaof tbeyeat; 
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Or trWd nature's beauties, as homeward we trod, 
Whose scene*, ever varied, the mind leads to God; 
With him, I in Winter have shar'd each delight, 
That pleasure cou'd yield, and beguile the long night; 
Now musing- o'er authors, each sense to improve; 
Now piping soft airs, dear to friendship and love. 
Slay the Muse ne'er forsake him, isstill my fond pray'r, 
Nor his fece e'er he furrow'd with wrinkles of care! 

r. 

Dull rhymers, unletter'd, who try eVry art, 
To touch a weak head, or an unfeeling heart, 
Who rain up the heights of Parnassus would hobhle, 
Like me, paid with sneers and contempt for your 

. trouble; 
I leave you this wish, ne'er to scribble in vain, 
Bather labour, in time, useful knowledge to gain. 

* 

To — — , my companion in rambles nocturnal, 
I leave, just by way of memento, my Journal; 
And beg he'll not mil the contents to peruse, 
Whether serious reflections, or scraps from the Muse: 
By the first, he his own imperfections may see, 
By the last, he may pity a rhymer, like me. ' *<* 



my Spectacles, thro' which he'll view 
His magnified foibles; wou'd miae wore as fe w ! 
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So gentle's his heart, ey*n a child maj deceive Wk; 
So true is his tongue, ev'n his foes may believe him: 
His greatest fault is, goodness keeps him ia fetter 
And he lives an example to slaves call'd his- betters. 

I leave to ■ m ■ . a Locket, with Hair* 
Cut off ere my temples where shorn by dull care: 
May she wear this small Pledge of fond love 

near her heart, 
Till summon'd at length from her friends to depart! 

My Clothing, thread-bare, I bequeath to the 
poor, 
Who, comfortless, many keen ills must endure ; 
And if on life's journey their troubles increase, 
May hope lead their minds to the mansion of peace. 

Now, to God the Creator, thro* whom I draw 

breath, 
Thro' whose promise the sinner may triumph o'er 

death, 
I bequeath my poor Soul, and his mercy I crave, 
jjjfx reflection wounds deep, as we bend to the gravel 
And its Case, which none e'er thought the finest 

of forms, 
I leave, a spare feast to its kindred, the worms. 
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•JSjr harp, toneless grown, I now hang on the 

willow ; 
aid in peace with the world, hope for rest on my 

pillow, 
lign'd, truly, October, the twenty sixth day, 
n the year of our Lord, Eighteen Hundred, 

R. A. 
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SCENE 

mOJt THE MUSICAL YXnCT OF u TfflC BE&GAB Gilt? 

Scene— A Wood. Time— Night 

* 

COL. MOBBAUNSV 

Now roan the tempest hoarse, and heavy rains 
Swell the harsh-sounding rills ; while eVry blast ._., 
Shakes the proud oak, that on the mountain's height, 
Reigns monarch of the woods. The humble shrub* 
Safe in the sheltered vale, feels not it* rage f y 
Thus, are some minds on fortune's summit plac'd, 
Toss'd by rude storms the peasant hears unmoVd* 
111 to die inn, and rest— Rest, did I say ? ■ : 

Alas! by grief overcome, 'tis now some days, , : J 
Since balmy sleep invited to my pillow. 
O, life 1 what art thou ?— But a load of sorrow ; 
That man, weak reptile, shrinking still must beafr 
Musi bear? (Pauses for some moments) Not sol ' 
(Draws a pistol in despair) This, this can end raf 
woesf . r 

«H-My wife, the sweetest flow'r that ever bloom'd, 
A prey to th' worms !— Her father's cruelty—- r 
The thought is hell!— My daughter!— But no morel 
My heart-strings hurst, and frensy heats my train y 
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O, how it burns ! it bums !— Now, now we meet, 
No more to part ! (Presents the pistol to his head. 
■Bnicr.Capt. Cleveland, who quickly seizes his arm ; 
Mordaunt throws assay the pistol J 

CAPT. CLEVELAND. 
Dear friend ! dear, but rash Mordaunt ! 

MORDAUNT. 

What!, Cleveland's voice? again, thank Heav'n, 
r I'm well! 

1 bad like t' have done the fatal deed- 
Poor thoughtless, frantic wretch ! 

CLEVELAND. 

Do be composed. 
Good Mordaunt list to 



MORDAUNT, 

How near I stood 

The dreadful precipice of endless ruin ; 

And trembleye*.— -What ! scorn th' Almighty's pow'r ! , 

And dare him to the conflict ! How my mind 

Sinks at the bare rememb'rance; and cold damps *• 

Hang on my weakened body, I could weep 

And .welcome death, for life is reft of joys : 

But tim$ may, bring rejtentwco. (Kneck J 
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O most high I 
A trembling tinner bends to thee for mercy. 
Grant, thou, whatever my suft'rings in this worM, 
That christian fortitude may ne'er forsake me; 
But still may I prepare for that to come ! (fiists) 
O Cleveland ! what a change ! Religion pours 
Her healing balm of comfort o'er my mind, 
And come what will, I'll wait death's friendly blow ! 

CLEVELAND. 

How fortunate am I, thus, from the grave, 
To snatch a brother; brave and merciful: 
Whose deeds in foreign climes, long, long will live— 
Who at the peril of his life> sav'd mine ! 

MORDAUNT. 

, Cleveland, if thou'rt a friend, name that no more, 

CLEVELAND. 

Hearing you had left the inn, I trac'd you 
To this lone spot. Forever wiH this hour 
The happiest seem, of all my happy days. 

MORDAUNT. 
Cleveland* may Heav'n long guard thorny preserved 
Let me again embrace thee. We'll to th' inn. 
My spirits, quite exhausted, lack repose. 






. MISCELLANIES. 57 



ODE TO FORTUNE 

Thy favours, Fortune, I ne'e? court, 

Nor with thy vot'ries much resort ; 

But, didst thou bid me chuse a state* 

Not meanly poor, nor princely great, 

Place me far from the sound of war, 

And all the wranglingg of the bar; 

Yet nearer to the Tillage spire, 

Than to his lordship, or the 'squire* 

Three miles from town, be my retreat, 

A pleasant cottage, small, but neat, 

That, to the stranger wand'ring near, 

Wou'd seem to say, content dwells here. 

Let gadding woodbines round it creep, 

And in each lattice fondly peep ; 

A garden, too, its front adorn, 

Hedg'd careless round ; beneath a thorn, 

A shade, wherein to muse at ease, 

And watch the labours of my bees ; 

Or study o'er each golden rule, 

Of those well known in wisdom's school; 

Or here, when eve bids labour rest, 

Pipe, to delight some village guest. 

Vol. IL i 
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No artful walks I'd wish tcrview, 
For nature ne'er to art shou'd bow ; 
But when the rival pair unite, • 
Where is the breast they can't delight ? 
Thus be the fiwnt. And now behind, 
A wood shou'd check the Y^M north 
And shelter safe * Garbling throng*, 
Whose rent ahou'd be a chearful song. 
What joy to hear my tenants, free, 
Hymn grateful notes; front tree to-treel 
No sportsman rude (ah ! cruel joy !) 
Shou'd e'er the harmless race destroy; 
Nor truant schoolboy e'er shou'd tear 
• From them the young and tender care r 
Then, oh ! mid' Winter's dreary reign> 
Wou*d they to visit me but deign, 
I to their wants wou'd still attend, 
Proud to become <each creature -s friend. 

Next, vgive me, for a maid er wife 
A nut-brown girl, sworn fee to strife; 
One simple in her dress and air, 
Unus'd to town, or costly fore : 
Who'd cleanly cook my humble meal, 
Nor blab the secrets I'd reveal; 
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Who'd sing without JOT«flH*r t»iti; 
Who'd read the. nems snd hftkpWn ; 
Who'd write her thoughts in. easy prose, 
And argue well in virtue!* cause. 

My wishes* F&tmusm, wwld^rtfwtt nmmn, 
The sweets of friendship let me own: 
One friend I'd ask, jpf soft&Aiif&sej 
Not moving in too high a sphere ; 
Who'd bend tQ mm fmmiqpv^ t faum ; 
A foe to none, to none jaakwe^ 
Who'd scorn by trifteg^to 3» iwa^bt, 
Content in honest iff spun eomt. 
When Winter reign'd in furious rage, 
We'd mark the follies of the age : 
Thus converse wou'd each mind illume, 
For friendship cheers wild Winter's gloom. 
In Summer, nature's laws we'd scan, 
Admiring still her beauteous plan ; 
And oft, by some hoane-murm'ring stream. 
Indulge a fond poetic dream ; 
Or range, with health, the daisied mead, 
Then wou'd this life be life indeed ! 

Thus, Fortune, seated to my mind, 
I'd thank thee oft, and own thee kind. 
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Secure from folly's tiresome noise, 

Where pleasure health and wealth destroy*, 

Shou'd care or spleen a visit pay, 

I'd bid them call another day ; 

And chearfully survey the past, 

Nor think time moVd too slow or fist; 

Nor wish to live, nor fear to die, 

But sink to earth, without a sigh* 

With such a friend, a wife, and cot, 
Who wou^l repine, deserves them net ; 
And he who vainly wishes more, 
May he, like me, thro* life be poor I 
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STANZAS 

WRITTEN OX THE BANKS OF EDEXy »E\AR CARLISLE; 
WHERE A FAVOURITE GROVE HAD BEEN CUT DOWlf. 



« There's not one shrub, or flow'r, 

But tells some dear-lov'd tale to me ; 

Or paints some happy hour, 

That I, alas I no more shall see !" 

Miss Blahire. 



This spot I deafly loVd to see ! 
'Twas childhood's paradise to me ; 
And more than thrice ten times the sun 
His annual course hath run, 
Since first this bank, crown'd by a wood, 
I saw reflected in the flood; 
And mark'd the early sheltered primrose spring t 
Then tore it from its mossy seat, 
And sought the town, with nimble feet, 
More proud than any king. 

This spot I dearly loVd to see. 
Where warbling songsters wanton'd free I 
And fancy oft hath drawn the scene. 
The lawn, and meadows green ; 
The distant hamlet, darken'd glen—* 
Ev'n midst the noisy haunts of men. 



When manhood's seasons wing'd with pleasure 
The hazle copse, where eft the nest 
I prying sought with panting breast, 
Were ever in my view ! 

. This spot I dearly loVd to see, 

When from youth's daily labour 'free ! 

Here would I trace on many a page, 

The follies of the age : 

Or fondly listen friendship's voice ; 

Or deem my fair a inatcibleBB choice ; 
But dreamt not love and friendship soon deoay 

A heartless pilgrim, now, I mourn 

The joys long fled, ne'er to. return, 
And sigh the hours away 1 

This spot I dearly lov'd to see, 
Where lovers' names grew on each tree ! 
Ah ! Infancy, thy scenes are dear, 
And call forth many a tear ! 
Fall'n are the trees that fbrm'd a shade, 
Where oft contemplative f stny'd ; 
Or tun'd my pipe to strains of mirth tad love. 
The stately oak, the humble flow'r, 
That bloom and perish in an hour, 
Man's short existence prove 1 
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A CHARACTER. 



" Truth ought ever to pass free as the air we breathe J M 

, ! I ' >• 

Near Lagan's banks, a mite from town* 

A rural wfcifcen'd cottage stands ; 
The hamlets, halls, and hiH» of Down, 

And many a uw ia p ec t it commands : 
It fronts the wad, where haughty pride 

And honest poverty throng by ; 
But few they are who turn aside, 

On this lone cot to cast an eye. 

Yet, it contains a matchless fewa, 

As youthful fancy ever drew ; 
And in that, form a heart as warm, 

As meek philanthropist e'er knew : 
And rt contains as fair a face, 

As ever forc'd a sigh from man ; 
Each winning smile, each witching grace 

Are center'* all in Marianne. 
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Yet beauty is a ahort-hVd nWr, 

Ev'n when in dazzling tints arrayed ; 
It blossoms, withers, in an hour, 

But mental beauties never fade : 
Think, thus, ye fair in giddy youth, 

Who whirl o'er fashion's gilded round ; 
Leave not to time to tell this truth, 

Too late, in age, it oft is found. 



She who in this low cot 

To pride, to beauty, wisely blind, 
The fellies of her sex derides, 

But gladly wou'd improve each mind : 
Now turning " nature's volume o'er ;" 

Now shunning sanguinary man ; 
Now culling, weighing useful lore ; 

Thus pass the days of Marianne. 

When Spring dissolves stern Winter's chain, 

And vegetation ventures forth, 
She marks the flow'rets on the plain, 

Just emblems of her modest worth : 
When health, her guide, in Summer leads 

To some sequester'd cool alcove, 
The rising produce of the meads 

Points to that Pow'r, who reigns above* 
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ltumn's sheaves, and saflron'd leaves 
tell angry Winter near, 
» she the gloom deceives, 
iverse sweet, with friends sincere : 
dug, that from virtue spring 
reatest pleasures known to man—* 
j each changing season bring 
i> joy* and peace to Marianne ! 



II, 



r 

SPOKEN BT ML ORAWT, IN CARLISLE*, FOR THE BENEFIT 
OF MBS. JOHXSO&V AND HER tftfklROUS VAMfLT. 
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" True generosity r^sea- above th* ordinMy rule bf 
social conduct, and flows with much too full a stream- 
to be comprehended within the precise marks of ibxnal 
precepts, It is a vigorous principle in the soul, w&ieh 
opens and expands all her virtues, fer beyond those 
which are only the forced and unnatural production* 
of a timid obedience." Melmoth. 



Enough of war! and aU his heU-bom train; 
Britannia rides triumphant o'er the main; 
And when sweet peace her olive branch display?, 
Then, as in war, she gains all Europe's praise : 
For all the glories conquest o'er could dart, 
Are trifles, balanc'd with the feeling heart ; 
And' all the honours wealth cou'd e'er bestow, . ' 
Proves that proud man is but the child of woe. 

Is there, this night, a heart that eannot feel? 
To such, the Muse, indignant, scorns t* appeal; 
But ye who scorn the pride of giving pain, 
Nor stuTring mortals treat with cold disdain, 
But soothe distress, and dry affliction's tear, 
Rejoic'd I feel, (o bid you welcome held; 



And je ytteMmyiimw tik&'&m&fo***** 

And «H the t ^Bte BJ t to l # 3ll^ bmnq i ito i r g; 

Ye fairest a?T#^^tt#^*e^f*rti^^Q«W 
F»ir advocates jh&<49$$4 m&m%qm*r* 

Benjed^sfaafc ^jgmli^m^ifl^>^mh 

A sister bids me pep the tribute due; 

And.teUel^g^^ 

Cherish'd & £e*fkr f oju **J*te jsm*. fib Aarf!r, 

Hope \*igti& ( '&w*h ies pro^e^je^jrji iwpr ; 

Bu * #4 pafcet^^aWfeaeh^^f^^ 

And she was cpwflial,, «r)w ^^ **&!*. 

Deserted, viflt^j(rt^^p^y;4M^we, 

If doonj'4 taiWan^er,^*^ 

And with $5 «ma of f indigence *o rjgani, 

And oft her efforts 'were with plenty crown'd ; 
WMfe loss's £e^ tew^tp^Ml'4 w4ks&o,t*i&ty 
JUd,mu^oaiib»4p^.^ade * coja^lgest; 

Sumijwm'd to. pass 4*erai*yV<terk, gate, 

Recemw West shade !. ihis tribute due to worth; 

•-«■••.,■ - . , 

1W now remembrance calls fresh sorrows forth : 
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If will to serve, and art to please mankind, > 

If feeling heart, and independent mind, J 

If harmless mirth that oft pore friendship gain* J, ; K] 
While in the bosom love of truth still reign'd, 
Cou'd turn aside the fetal stroke of death, 
Thou, friend lamented, would have yet drawn breath I 
For envy eVn thy character approved ; 
Nor pin'd to hear hew much thou wert beioVd* - 

Ye brethren,* by mysterious kw* combinM; 
In vain weak man to many a 'virtue blind, 
May spurn at that by greatest mortals giv/», < 

The KOBLEST lN8TT*tJTlOK, UNDER HSAV'lf. 

O ! may no rude antipathies remove 

What social beings owe to social love ! 

For now when wisdom boafits th* etilightehUagt, 

And truth and reason beam on many a page, 

No Bard too loud th* inspiring 1 song- can raise, 

That gives your more than matchless deeds due jptaitt* 

How proud I see you ra support of t&ose, : 
Too young to speak> or know eVn friends <roni ibes— 
Illumin'd few, whose bounty thousands share; 
And you, whosfe eyes shed pity's 4ews,- ye Jafr; : 
The helpless offspring will while life endures. 
Beg for each blessing upon you and yours. 

i * 

* Ffce Masons, 
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ROBESPIERE'S LAMENT. (S) 

StJPfOSXD TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN THE NIGHT BXFOBS 

HIS EXECUTION. 

Alas ! and am I then undone? 
Life's mad career will soon be run; 
For ere to-morrow's setting sun, 

This throbbing pulse must cease. 
My country's scourge !— my country'* shame ! 
Justice, arous'd, my life doth claim--. 
Ages unborn shall curse his name, 

Who dares not hope for peace 1 

Ambition's woe-devoted slave, 
Foe t» the virtuous and the brave ; 
I sink unpitied to the grave, 

And shrink at death's dark gloom. 
Ye tyrants of each distant state, 
Ah ! tremble, when you hear my fate ! 
Lest justice that doth me await, 

Should bring you to the tomb ! 

In vain this guilty soul would rest; 
Pangs, worse than Hell, disturb my breast ! 
I hear torn Gallia's sons, oppressed, 
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Vent curses on my head: 
J see each mtp^^dpajriot .stand, 
Array'd in blood by my command ; 
While banish'd from their native land, 

What thousands beg for bread I 

Earth holds not such a wjetch .as I ! 
From guilt where can, the villain %, 
Who must not Uro, wbv fears, W dfe? 

-^A v-engingvfiendfi Laaei 
Thou Pow'r, jvhom oft I njoci^d w^fe r s^prn, 
Tho' by foul crimes this T tas0m?*$#P>> 
O hear a helpless sinner mourn ! 

Who, trembling, bends to thee! 



likes on seeing a boy torture an insect. 



" Sweet mercy is thrtoveHest flow'r, 
That Heav'n e'er planted in the mind ; 

The queen of virtues, whose sdft poW'r 
Can ev*n to godhead raise mantincf t* 
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0" spare that insect,: thoughtless boy ! 

Let weakness still thy pity claim : 
Delight to save, Wit ne'er destroy, 

So shall <x>mpasii0n i blew nr^ nantev 

The Pow'r who life td thee bestowed, 
The smallest creature bids to lire ; 

Then dare not to offend thy Gov! 
In youth, or age, we praise shou'd give. 

Seek not to break great nature's chain, 
Each link of "which is fair to view ; 

Nought on the earth is formed in vain—"* 
O think in time' this lesson true ! 

Then spare that insect, puny boy ! 

Weak reptile, to thy parents giv*n ! 
Delight to save, but ne'er destroy**- 

So hope may lead thy soul to Heav'n ! 
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TO MY FLUTE* 



) 



" Oh ! surely melody from Heav'n was sent, 
To cheer the soul, when tar'd of humjait strife; 

To soothe the wayward heart by sorrow rent, . 
And soften down the rugged road of life.** 

H. K.Wim 
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Hail ! thou soft soother of my woes, .... , 
Friend to delight, and calm repose 1 
With thee, my happiest hours are spent, 
Free from dull care, and discontent; 
Unknown to folly's giddy train, 
Whose revelry's the source of pain. 

If absent from the friend sincere, 

Or her this bosom still holds dear ; 

If by feign'd love, false friendship cross'd ; 

If by misfortune tempest toss'd ; 

Tho' hope her flattering aid denies, 

With thee, soon sorrow from me flies. 

The martial trumpet sounds to arms, 
And tells of battle's dire alarms; 
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To fancy's ear, it echoes plain. 
Of towns destroyed, of brothers 
But thine are notes of peace and love, * 
Soft as the warblings of the grore. 

Hail, pleasing Pipe ! by man design'* 
To ease, to harmonize the mind : 
With joy, I turn to youth's gay hour, 
When first I felt thy soothing pow'r ; 
And oft when toss'd on life's rough sea. 
Thy sounds are dearest then to me ! 

UN 
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DECBMBBH, A FRAGMENT. 

On thebanlra of therirer no wild flow'rs ate springing; 

All bare is the meadow, and naked the wood; 
On the spray not a minstrel at ere is heard singing, 

And sflencetwwteigns, save thesound of thaflood: 
But dearer art thou, in thy wildrrobes, December, 

Than Spring deckel in flow'rs, or gay Summertome; 
These tell but of joys that too well I remember, 

But Winter's approach points to what I must be ! 

Ohscur'd \yy dark clouds, Sol no longer is cheering, 
And wild o'er the mountains the northern winds 
blow; 
The mist on the hills the whole day is appearing, 
And languishing nature is half-hid with snow : 
Yet dearer art thou, &c. 

Where, where are the friendships I shared in life's 
morning, 
When hope whisper*d oft, they would never decay? 
Alas ! ne'er again can I hope their returning ; 
Like dreams of the night, they have faded away t 
Thus, dearer art thou, &c. 



The bright orb of day wakes me no more to gladness; 

Life's once-pleasing cup-is now drain'd of its joy ; 
I rise but to weep, and recline but in sadness, 

While thoughts'of thepttt everfbrce^d^ajgh: 
TtetirdeBtar art^himj &c« 

Few pleasuxw from fagl!it-aooted r nn#tly can we bo^tow, 

Save such as stitt sdberTeflietion must scorn ; 
By hope longrdeawwjd, 'the'mmd sunk in sorrow, 

Regardless of tpkaOTi*, oouitowt tor*et«aii : 
And dearer art thou, in thy wild robes, December, 

Than Spring deck'cHttfkfw^Eayur guy 8uiiuiBPtwile; 
These tell but of joys that too wdl I remember, 

But Winters approach ^pcirits ^6 what 1 arastfte ! 
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FRAGMENT. 

From Corby's hills, or scented groves, 
O'er hanging woods, I lov*d to view 
The village steeple point to HeaVn, 
And maxk'd the anient spreading yew; 

Where all around, 
Each narrow mound r 
Gives to vain man a lesson true. 
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Departed spirits seemed to say, i ^ 

" Weak pilgrim in tins vale of woe, 
Like ns, thou'rt hastening to the tomb ; 
In time all dear-bought joys forego! 

The world of strife. 
The toils of life, 
Will health destroy, and lay thee low !** 

Yes, I have paused on that lov'd spot, ■- 

And wept, and thought of follies fled ; 
And wish'd when life's career was run, 
I there might rest my wearied head : 

Where one short verse 
Would truth rehearse, 
In nervous language from the dead. 
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Now sighing, distant, I exclaim, 

Adieu, ye minstrel-haunted bow'rs ! 
&o more contemplative I range, 
Where you beguiTd my early hours : 

No more I find 
What charms the mind— 
O'er me a threat'ning tempest low'rs I 

Dear chequered landscapes, rural scenes, 
Where Eden winds his devious way ! 
Shall I, no more by fortune cross'd, 
With heart enraptur'd own your sway ? 
'-, - I weep the past, 
And shrink aghast 
At ills that threaten life's decay ! 

Whoe'er thou art, excuse, the Bard, 

Who long has strove, in homely strain, 
To lead the mind o'er virtue's path, • 
But ne'er would cause a mortal pain: 

Hk .faults forgive* 
y , . —Learn how to live ; .- 

If heav'nly joys thou hop'st to gain ! 
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FRAGMENT, WRITTEN EXTEMPORE. 



Nought is there in this wide world worth enjoying, 
Except health, liberty^ and peace of mind; 
Yet, strange, a thousand vain desires torment til, 
And overthrow the hopes of happiness. 
First, pride, a dang'rous inmate of the breast, 
Her various gew-gaws holds to youth's fond view, 
And lures the thoughtless nmtd&om wisdom's path : 
Soon smart correction calls reflection ibrtfc, 
And learning thus becomes a pleasing toil. 
Now love the heart bewilders ; one warm glance 
From fancied beauty, e'en the blooming cheek, 
The vermeil lip, arch look of roving eye, 
The bosom fires, and makes us sigh and pine; 
Then sleepless pass the health^onsumiag nights, 
Nor pleasures now beguile the tedious days ; 
Racks, tortures, pleasing hopes, and jealous fears, 
Alternate seise the heated wav'ring mind; 
Till reason claims her empire o'er the brain, 
And strips a mistress of ideal charms. 
Ambition next appears, with motley train, 
And oft invades our slumbers ; now we dream 
Of grandeur, pomp, and pow'r, of laurels won; 
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And honours lavish'd: soon the tell-tale, time. 
Grave lessons whispers, proving all our youth 
But scenes of vanity. In manhood, next, 
Cautious we reason, pleasures we pursue; 
And for a wmle are toss'd 'twixt joy and grief, 
Till death, oft welcome, ends our countless cares ( 



LINES, 

ADDRESSED TO A YOUHO T.ADY, FOND OF SINGING. 

Sweet is the screech-owl's harshest note, 
Compar'd with murm'rings from thy throat; 
Grimalkin's voice seems music quite, 
That breaks the silence of the night; 
The prowling, wolf that chides the moon, 
Yells not a more discordant' tune; 
The croaking of the toad is sweet, 
Compar'd with what thou think'st a treat ; 
Yes, with more pleasure, I could hear 
The growling of a hungry bear, 
And sooner far the brute would be, 
Than forc'd to sit and listen thee ! 

Carlisle. 
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A LESSON TO YOUTH. 

r 

Tho' Youth thy path be strewn with fiow'rs, 
And mirth leads on the rosy hours; 
Soon manhood proves the past a dream. 
And joys, once prfc'd, now sorrows seem. 

O Youth ! he ware of pleasure's wile ! 
For danger lurks beneath her smile : 
'Tis wise, in time, her haunts to shun ; 
Who woos the nymph, is soon undone ! 

Be to a brother's foibles Wind; 
Promote whatever serves mankind; 
The naked clothe— the hungry feed— 
And bow to what's by HeaVn decreed ! 

Let reason rule— each joy despise, 
That honour, wealth, and health destroys : 
Let virtue all thy thoughts engage ; . 
Then, fearless, may'st thou welcome age J 

Carnmoney. 
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LINES TO A REDBREAST. 

Wee namesake ! I hae known thee lang, 
And listen's aft thy dulcet sang, 

Far frae thy woodland shade ; 
When Boreas, wi' his gloomy train, 
Spread desolation o'er the plain, 
Poor houseless* ffatt'rer ! ne'er in rain, 

Didst thou implore my aid* 

Thy fate and mine are e'vn the same ; 
Unheeded pair, unknown to feme, 

We sing the hours away : 
Yet, Robin, thou canst taste repose, 
In spite o' thy rapacious foes; 
While reas'ning man, subduM by woes, 

To grief aft ik's a prey. 

Come cheerfu' bird, my cottage share ! 
Ay welcome ta my hamely fere, 

Till Spring decks ilka tree; 
Then wilt thou wanton on the wmg. 
Or on some ivy'd turret sing; 
But, O ! nae season's change can bring 

■ 

A season's joys to me ! 
Vol. II. * 
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STANZAS, 

Off RECEIVING A PRESENT FROM OWE LONG t 
TRULY ESTEEMED. 

Yes, on it I will gaze, and sigh, 
And next my heart the prize will wear, 

Ev*n death's keen terrors I'd defy, 
Ere man from me the gift shou'd tear 1 

An exile tho' I'm doom'd to stray; 

Where'er my vagrant feet may rove, 
111 kiss it, with a tear, and say, 

O had it been the gift of love ! 

But love, alas ! has brought me low, 
And none from ruin can me save; 

'Tis mine to bear a load of woe, 
Till sorrow sinks me in the grave. 

Ah ! precious gift ! on which I gaze, 
May thy late owner ne'er endure 

The pang that on this bosom preys, 
The pain she proudly scorn'd to cure ! 



MISCELLANIES* Si 

er she deign to think of me, 
[ay no rude cares disturb her breast ! 
or her, my daily pray*r shall be, 
he fair destroyer of my rest ! 



LINES, 

WaiTTIH IV CABJUCKFXEang JAIL. 

« Y a tyrant, many a slave, 
der, prostitute, and knave, 
'ard base, and patriot brave, 

Come trembling here ; 
ius, idiot, dunce, and wit, 
i for this wild world unfit, 
ling, thinking, starving sit 

And drop a tear. 

«, perchance, some noble mind, 
idst the dregs of human kind, 
ins states ideal, unconfin'd, 

In misery— . 
a monarchs of our earthly ball, 
h princes, prelates at their call, 
at are they }?-~Wretched prh'ners all ! 

Whom death sets free i 
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A REFLECTION 



iC Mortal joys however pure, 

Soon their turbid source betray; 
Mortal bliss, however sure, 

Soon must totter and decay." 

From toe Aeabk^^ 



Estrang'd from all I once held dear, 
Reflection turns to pleasures past; 

And pond'ring on life's mad career, 
At future days I shrink aghast 

A secret pang oft rends my breast, 
Soft pity's tear could not remove; 

It robs me of night's soothing rest, 
And days of pain it makes me prove. 

It made me soon a child of care, , 
And stole from me health's blooming rose; 

But I this pang must silent bear, 
Till death the painful scene shall close* 
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g seasons charm no more, 
irst this bosom fir'd with joy; 
es of hope can nought restore, 
ut my fancied joys destroy, 

gaze, nor vain my aim, 
tare's jpand unerring plan ; 
ting, inwardly exclaim, 
how thoughtless is frail man ! 

tier*d flow'ret in the shade, 
; presents a hast'ning doom ;— 
lort hours may see me laid 
ied, in the narrow tomb. 

i we trifle .time away, 
mpting pleasures, idly vain ; 
ood, join a world too gay, 
rush the joys we hope to gain* 

ten my latest hour draws near, 
may I own the moments blest; 
suried with my wanderings here, 
e with truth, death's slumber's rest ! 
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THE POOR PRUDE. 



"Decency at all tunes commands our esteem; but 
when wretchedness appeareth like the daw in borrowed, 
feathers, the weakness serves only to excite our 
laughter." Makmootiu 

Poor Prude ! in vain thou play's* the rake, 
With borrow'd hair, and tatter'd lace : 
Nature, who gave thee such a face, 

Ne'er meant thou shou'd'st one conquest make* 

Like thee, the noxious tulip blows, 

In all its gaudy colours drest; 

But who wou'd place it near his breast, 
That e'er has seen a blushing rose ? 

• 

Why leer, and frighten half the town ? 
Since mankind beauty can discern, 
Do, Dowdy, stay at home, and learn 

To wash thy apron, cap, and gown ! 

But if coquette thou still wilt be, 
Know, with such features, form, and skin, 
Deer epid, dirty, dull, and thin, 

He must be blind who fancies thee ! 
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THE ROSE. 

ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY. 

Y, mark that blooming Rose, 
: fairest flow'r the Sun shines on ! 
jr, the' garden's pride it blows, 
morrow, all its sweets are gone ! 
drest emblem of the fair 
blighting storms must mil a prey; 
bo' of joys thou hast thy share, 
r prime is but a Summer day ! 

lark that roving artful bee, 
\ gaudy type of villain man; 

what fluttering crowds we see 
;h wily snares thy sex trepan ! 
1 of its sweets, the matchless flow'r 
n withers, droops, and faded lies; 

won by love's deceitful lure, 
3 thoughtless beauty pines, and dies ! 
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TO THE LAR& 

Sweet is thy carol, soaring Lark ! 

Rejoicing nature fcida thee sing; 
Thy eager flight I fondly mark, 

Blithe messenger of welcome Spring : 
Thou call'st me from yon noisy throng, 

Where endless cares disturb the mind, 
And listening to thy cheerful song, 

I shun the temptings of mankind. 

Lone monitor ! when Sol's bright ray 

Illumes the gently sloping hill, 
And meditation guides my way, 

Along some unfrequented rill ; 
Thy upward flight points to that Pow'r, 

Whose goodness will for ever last; 
Then let me wisely spend this hour x 

And muse on many idly past* 



STANZAS 

WRITTEN IK AN HOUR OF DESPOKDEtfCT. 

* l 

t . • * 

dieu, ye gay delights of youth, 
Vain pride, lewd mirth, and painful lore I 
enceforth be' mine the sweets of truth 
And innocence to prove, 

n youth what anxious pleasure* wait. 
And daily tempt his wand'ring eye, 
t which he grasps ; but, oft too late, 
He sees fell ruin nigh ! 

lie days are fled, the joys are past, 
Dear joys, that I was wont to prize i 
bend before misfortune's blast* 
And hope- within me dies. 

o more by contemplation led, 
Can nature's fairest scenes delight t 
o more is fancy's net- work spread. 
Before my aciing sight ! 

or aught avail the varied hues 

That from the lap of Summer now, 
o him who, in the future* views 

Variety ofwoel; > 

Vol. II. " w 



But dear are Winter's raging winds, 

Hi* forests bare, and frowning sfyf . p 

Congenial to the wearied minds 
Of creatures, audi tiL 

Y<m tree, UBshelfcer'd from tbe stonn, 
Hangs, tott'ring o'er the dimpl'd stream^ 

By wild winds torn: its shapeless form 
Now tells, me what I see**! 



Ah! Youth, how soen thy joys are flown! 
The fond delights we scarcely own, 
Ere sorrow dims each prospect fair; 
And days and years are mark'd hy care* 

A while we wander to and fto, 
'Twixt fancied joy. and veal woe; 
The glare of pomp we idly prise, 
While gay content far from us flies. 

When hope her aid denies, at last 
Reflection points to what is past ; 
And whispers oft , tho' oft in vain, 
That pleasure's hut the source of ptbu 
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TO YOUTH. > 
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EPITAPH ON DAVID BIGGER, ESQ. 

Affection tender rears this humble stone, 
A mould'ring marl of gratitude, to one 
Whose thoughts ambition never taught tc> stray, 
Nor ownft- uiilawrol pleasure's dangerous sway. 
The low of country warm'd his feeling Breast; 
And proud: was he to succour the distress^ r 
Cheerful, resign'd, life's peaceful rale he trocT, 
And rested on the mercy of his Gob* 
Go, reader, and when in earths silent womb, 
May truth give such a tribute at thy tomb I 



EPITAPH ON THE FATHER OTA t&fBMSfc- 

Take, best of parents, all a son can give 
To one, who living, taught him how to Hye;, 
And, O may I,, wJben number'd with the dead* 
Deserve the praise that marks, thy earthy bad ! 
— Ye, who the {jpod man's name must still rexefg,, 
Know, that a virtuous brother's buried here : 
Who envied none, pleas'd in his calm retreat; , 
And prov'd;, tha' little known, man may be great. 
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EPITAPH ON MARIA OP THE COTTAG1 

Reader, if worth departed claims a tear, 
Life's poor .frail wand'rer, pay that tribute here, 
To one, in whom as daughter, stater, wife, 
Was shewn affection thro' a well-spent life; , 
Who early leara'd to share another's woe, . 
And knew from whence all lasting pleasures flov 
A thirst for knowledge prov'd her virtue's care, 
And 'midst her suff 'rings, ne'er did she despair* 
With feeling heart, pure friendship, love of trutl 
She shafd alike th' esteem of age and youth; 
With genius bless'd, and independent mind, 
'Twas Tier's to study, and instruct mankind : 
She liv*d in meek-ey'd pity's robe array'd, 
And gain'd a laurel, time can never fade ! 

Now, if in virtue's path thou dost not tread, 
O ! take this lesson from the silent dead ! 
From folly fly, and to religion turn; 
For soon will life's short taper cease to bum ! 
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~ EPITAPH ON AKEL BULBEE, 

WRITTEN BY SATHUCUS TERTULIBU8, POET LAUREA* 
TO HITMPHA GRUXPHA, DEY OF ALGIERS. 

C * * 

1 

Trantkiedhy Gtefrey Metomddtr, Esq. X. G. F. & Q. 

, Herb bleach the bones of Akel Bclbee, 
Such a tliief ne'er hung on a gallows tree: 
His carcase was food for the carrion crows, 
And ne'er may a grave such a being enclose ! - • - » 
He was sent as a curse to St. Mary's Knowe, 
For at midnight he milk'd ev'ry neighbour's cow; 
Gold, pigs, cloth, sheep, geese, ducks, and meal, » 
AH things (save the clouds o'er his head) he cou'd steaL 
Fools say*, just to keep all around him in awe, 
He daily wou'd steal what he ne'er once saw; 
That had he been sue to hare reach'd the moon, 
By the horns he wou'd quickly have pull'dher down; 
That imps swore, he never with them shou'd dwell, 
Lest soon he might steal their old master from Hell; 
That he stole a calf from a heifer's womb; 
And whistl'd a corpse from the silent tomb : 
That timber he stole long ere it grew— - 
The last must be raise. Give the Devil his due ! 



Such a liar ne'er UVd, for he swore in youth, 
No law shou'd e'er bind him to tell the truth; 
Such a coxcomb m rag*, ne'er strutted on earth, 
He ne'er had a friend from the day of his birth, 
For nature then vow'd, he wore a thief's eye; 
And who dare say nature e'er yet did lie ? 
A Poet he was, spite of all coiihuub' flcoooj 
But had twelve times his share of foul impudence; 
A fine Musician, his family say, 
For his tooting oft frighten'd the cows from hay: 
A Painter, too, he made some suppose^ 
Tho' he never eau'd sketch hkewn trumpet boss* 

* • \ V .'■ - . ' 

- y 

That so long he liv'd many swore was a shame; 
Justice trembl'd whenever she heard his name: 
But his name will live while the world goes, rwnA 
For a wretch so notorious never tsod ground. 
Mark well the hkaeh'd banes of Akejl Bulbs?, 
Such a thief ne'er hung on a gallows tree : 
His equal, 'tis said* east only be known* 
When riven flow upwards* and trees, grew down! 
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SONNETS. 



TEN ON THE AUTHOR'S BIRTH-DAY, 

FEBRUAEY 1st, 1800. 

joy, how oft I hail'd my natal morn, 
;n sportive youth enjoy'd his fairy reign; 
ng'd to mark each infant year's return, 
n to launch into life's troublous main, 
appy period, when with heart elate, 
partial eye the busy world I view'd; 
eamt, while pleasure seem'd on me to wait, 
mth with sorrow's night-shade would be strew'dl 
forth, farewell to pleasure's giddy crowd; 
lay-dreams vain, delusive hopes, adieu; 
dd'ning passions fir'd, too long I've bow'd 
illing slave to vanity and you : 
hile remembrance pauses on the past, 
hie, lest this day should be my last. 
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SONNETS. 



TO WILLIAM CQWPER, ESQ. 



OK READING HIS POEM OF " THE TASI. 



» 



First of the deathless few who strike the lyre, 
ToTeast, with pure delight, the reasoning 
Or strive the source of* happiness to find, 
Cow per, thy verse who reads must needs admire 
Tutor*d by virtue, ev'n in glowing youth, 
With pitying eye thou didst the world survey; 
Then, saint-like, strove from pleasure's thorny w 
To draw mankind hy many a moral truth. 
While meaner Bards worship at folly's shrine, 
And court ambition hy each servile verse, 
Or black oppression's foulest deeds rehearse, 
Boldly disclaiming truth, in pompous line— 
Thou with the exil'd victim seem'st to mourn, 
Andbid'st the woe-worn wand'rer heavenwards tv 
1708. 
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TfrMAMA 0* THE COTTAGE. 

Daughter of Genius ! sweet it is to me, 
Whene'er I fly this Tain tumultuous crowd, 
(Where poorer slaves must bow to wretches proud) 

thj cot to seek; and hear thy converse free, 
In praise of virtuous freedom justly loud; 
Next argue for thy sex, oft basely bow'd, 

If tyrant man to keenest misery. 

)auohter of Truth I this heart-felt wish I send; 
May sorrow ne'er with thorns bestrew thy way, 

hit health, and hope, and peace thy steps attend; 

Lnd long the Muses o'er their favorite bend; 
Prompting the legend strong, or sprightly lay ! 

V&k flows my verse; yet will I proud commend 

i learn'd instructress, and fair virtuous 

FRIEND* 
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TO MAftiA OP THE COTTAOR:' 

You ask, Maria, why I droop my head ? 

And why thus let dejection cloud my teow£ ': 
Alas ! life's various prospects all are fled> 
Which frolic fancy once before me spread, , 

And nought hut misery awaits me now£ 
Too long a captive by false pleasure led, 

And madd'ning mirth, th' unheeded minutes fletfr 
While projects vain were idly nourished, .. 
Lost, too, are friends who vow'd eternal pxtft; , 

Yes, friendship's halm drives heavy cares away I : 
But little dreams poor unsuspecting youth, 

Misfortune makes e'en friendship soon decay! 
— O wonder not, Maria, if my breast 
Now harbours sorrow, life-consuming guest! / 
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I HOWARD, OP CORBY CASTLE, 

ENTIVG A VOLUME OF MANUSCRIPT POEM8. 

sf nature in sty bumble strain, 
Qexpected catch your listening ear, 
le reward, I scorn tbe critic's sneer, 
er prize on earth e'er seek to gain ! 
1 compeJFd o'er distant lands to roam, 
y, 6fY tbro' Corby's Bow'rs I range ; 
ste tbe sweets that time can ne'er estrange, 
tture smiles around my native borne* 
recalls tile scenes of dear delights ; 
nks, whose shrubs display a thousand dies; 
it landscapes; and the wood-crown'd heights, 
oaks majestic court tbe liquid skies : 
oods, and lawns, for ever seem t* inspire 
r that fills my bosom with desire ! 
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MARTS ABSENCE. 

The dazzling light so beauteous in her eye, 

The tender bloom which plays on Mary's cfatk, 
The neck, that eVn with mountain snows might tic, 

The voice, most musical, in accents meek, 
These snare the soul, these force lore's painful sigfe* 

Methmks, to see her look, to hear her speak, 
Would tempt si hermit from his cell to fly* 
These wak'd each fond emotion in my heart; 

But when I heard her pleading pity's cause, 
I dearly lov*d ; nor dreamt we soon would part : 

A 

• Now many a water wide between us flows, 
I view her grace, her features void of art, 
Jn the fair flow'rs gay Spring around me threw*; 
For she is gone, and gone, alaa! is my repose* 
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TO MBS. CHARLOTTE SMITH. 

/"hen infant flow'rs their fragrance breathe around, 

And each poor nutfrer wantons on the wing, 
b fancy's ear how grateful is the sound 

That hymns the welcome smiles of lovely Spring. 
ttt ere wild Autumn strips the hanging bow'r, 

Soma neatless, widow'd bird, is heard repeat: 
[er song of sadness, oft at eve's pale hour, 

Telling to pathless wends of man's deceit*, 
uch, sorrow's syren, dwell on my rapt ear, 

Thy. plaintive. notes that speak of pleasures past; 
)f joys long fled, and friends no longer dear, 

How each sad dayVembitter'd by the last. ■< • 
lot i&fie, tho' sympathy's soft tear may start, ... 
Mas ! not pity's balm can heal thy broken heart ! 
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TO EVENING. 

Hail; sober Eve ! to meditation dear; 

Pore the delight, these well-known scenes t< 

The joys this placid bosom now can prove, 
Not yon proud city's wealth from me could t 

The warbler's last note twitters thro* the g 
And Caldew's murmurs gently strike the car, 
O, were my Mary, virtuous fair but here. 

Now smiling April woos the month of lore 
Then rapt in pleasure, we would fondly straj 

Nature, chaste love, by turns should be our I 
And oft as Luna lent a sUv'ry ray, 
On Mary's charms to gaze my soul away , 

Me&inks were Heav'n, compared with 
dream: 
Then grant me, fete, a while this luxury. $up 
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ADDRESSED TO THEINPANT SON OF GAELUS, 

XHE BAED OF DUVOYER. 

SwfiEr Bud ! thy Ml blue eye, health-bloomiTi^ 
cbeefc, -•' - r ' '•' 

And dimpling smfle, how ^&erubwlike td lee ! ) 
Casing on that wildnWr, thou fam would'st speak, 

But iJreanYstf net, Boy, how4t resembleth thee. 
Alike, you ! re nurtuYd in seckision's shade; ' ' 

E v'n as n^ man, its reign ik qakMycTet; 
Another honr ittay see its beauties lade, ' 

It%Iboitt^ 
from many a nipping blast, that tender flow*r 

Ere long,' must turn its drooping* head aside f ' ' 
Sfirtnon,^ereharice; must fall by rtaiiless poVf, 

Or live to bear the bitter taunts of pride. - 
long may'st thou tread thy father's steps, sweet Boy ! 
And crown thy parent's closing years with joy ! 

Duncver, Jvhf, 1809. 
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H6 8WRSTS. 



WOr THE ftHTElt EBEN. 

Sweet Stream ! when on thy flow'ry banks I stan 

Or^race the Wild^ wood, mead, or fertile vate; 
And hear the songsters mourn departing day, 

Or taste at morn the health-bestowing gate, 
Bemembrance paints the change, in every scene, 

That How delights not, but calls forth a tear : 
From friends, still^irirfd, an exile *sad Pve been* 

Life's joy* are fled, and much have I to fear. 
Sweet Stream!: mJmo^oft on thoa I giJ^U 

When wand'rmg with the Muse, in Erin's Is! 
And hbpe, perchance, in vain my spirits raised, 

For hope, alas I oft whispers to beguile. 
Now, sunk in want, on these lov'd banks I mom 
And thiak-of jpfeasuies that can ne^er return ! 



Cumberland Ballafc& 
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CUMBERLAND BALLADS. 



NICHOL THE NEWSMONGER. 



Turns,— « The Night before Larry was stretch'd." 



Come, Nichol, and gi'e us thy cracks, 

I seed te gang down to the smiddy; 
I*Te fodder'd the naigs and the nowt, 

And wanted to see thee 'at did e. 
Ay, Andrew lad ! draw in a stuil, 

And gi'e us a shek o' thy daddle; 
I got aw the news far and nar, 

Sae set off as fast's e could waddle. 

In France they've hut sworrowfu' teymes. 

For Bonnyprat's nit as he sud he; 
America's nohhet sae sae; 

And England nit quite as she mud he : 
Sad wark there's amang blacks and wheyles}* 

Sec tellin plain teales to their feaces, 
Wi' murders, and wars, and aw that, 

But, hod — I forget where the pleace is. < 

* Alluding to the insurrection of the black*. 
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110 CUMBERLAND BAIAinS.. 

Ou* parson *e gat ^ 

T$tri k^rUaw t' i*df rou.n ftboat hiro t 
They gaid lie was nobbet hawf reet, \ 

And fwok mud as weel be widout him : 
Th$ yeltfs to be fourpeoeg a whsrt-r- r y) 

Odswinge, lad, there will be rare drinkin ! 
Bil^r. Pitt's mad as onie March fyae* /• 

And niver was reet fwok are thinkin. 



A weddin well hev or it's Isag, 

Wi' Bet Brag and lal Tommy Tagwally; 
Jack Bunton's for off to the sea— 

tyll e'en be the deeth of our Sally; 
The dogger has bowt a new wig; 

Dawston singers come here agean Sunday; 
Lord Nelson's ta'en three Spanish fleets; 

Asd the dandn schnil opens on Monday. 
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Carel badgers are monstrous sdd^fwok, 

The silly peer dells how they wring un ! 
Lal bsirnsy ha'e got pox frae the kye>* 

And fact'ries, leyke mushrooms, they spring tip : 
If the j sud keep their feet for a wheyle, 

And govermemt nobbet pruive civfl, 
They'll build up as hee as the muhy 

For Corel's a match for the deevi 

•'Cow-pox, 
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*he ting's meade a bft of a speech, 
And gentile fwokisBy it's a topper.; 
in alderman deet tuflder neet, 
Efter eatm a turkey to tapper; 
Kir squire's to be parliment man, 
MesSj lad, but hell beep them aw busy ! 
free thinks te's come heame i' the cwoach; 
FraeiiUttriD, tnit grater-feac'd liny. 
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lie cock-feghts are ninth 'o' neist month, 

I're twee, nit aw England can bang them ; 
a Ireland they're aw op in arm., j 

It's whop'd there's nee Frenchmen amang then}; 
* boggle's been seen wi* twee heeds, 

Lord help us! ayrmtWully'carras, 
Vi' girt saucer e'en, and a tail— ' 

They dui say 'twas avid Jobby Bams. 



rhe muin was at fulfrthis neet week; 

The weather is tura'd monstrous daggy; 
' th' loft, just at- seeben last neet, 

Lai Stephen sweethearted lang Aggy : 
rnereTl be beamy wark bye and bye, 

The truth'H be out there's nae fear on't, 
But I niver say- nought, nay nit I, 

Forfear hawf the parish sud hear, on't. 
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112 CtWBIAUUro ftaLLApS. 

Our Tib at the cwose-house hes been, 

She tells us they're aw monstrous murry; 
At Carel the brig's tummel'd down, 

And they tek the fwok owre in a whurry; 
I carried our whye to the bull; 

They've ta'en seeben spies up at Dover; 
My fadder compleens of his hip. 

And the Gran Turk hes enter'd Hanover. 

Daft Peg's got hersel, man, wi' bairn/ 

And silly pilgarlic's the fadder; A 

Lai Sim's geane and -swapp'd the black cowt, 

And cwoley has wurriet the wedder; 
My mudder has got ftostet heels, 

And peace is the talk o' the nation, 
For paper says varra neist week 

There's to be a grand humiliation.* 



Aunt Meable has lost her best sark* 

And CJeutie is bleam'd varra mick^e; 
Nought's seafe out o? duirs now-a-dayu, 

Frae a millstone, e'en down to a sickle : 
The clock it streykes eight, I nvan heame, 

Or I's.git a deuce of a fratchin; . 
When neist we've a few hours to spare, 

Well fin out what mischiefs a hfttahin. 

July 5, 1802. * Illumination. 
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THE IMPATIENT LASSIE. 



Tune,—" Lomdovm in the broovu" 
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£uce tek the clock ; clkk-clackin sie, 

Ay in a body's ear; 

tells an tell* the teyme is past, , 

When Jwohnny sud been here: 

suce tek the wheel ! 'twill nit rin roun^- 

Nae mair to nset 111 spin; 

it count each minute wid a seegh, 

TillJwotmny he steals in, 

qw neyce the spunky fixe it burns, 

For twee ftisit beseyde! ' 

i theer's the; seat where Jwohnny sits, 

An I forget to cheyde i 

y fadder, tui, how sweet he snwores ! 

My mudder's fast asleep— 

e promis'd oft, but) oh ! I fear 

His word he wonuefc keep I • 

Vol.IL 9 
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What can it he keeps him fine die? 

The ways are nit sae lang ! 
An sleet an snow, are nought at aw, 

If yen wer fain to gang!' * " 
Some udder lass, wi' bonnier feace, 

Has catch'd his wicked ee, 
An 111 be pointed at at kurk^- 

Nay! suiner let me deei 

O, durst we lasses nobbet gang; - 

An sweetheart them we leyke f 
I'd run to thee, my Jwohnny, lad, 

Nor stop at bog or deyke: 
But custom's see a silly things* 

Thur men mun hae their way, ' 
An momiie a bonny lassie sit. 

An wish fine day to day. 



rt 



I yence bed sweethearts monie a yen, 

They'd weade thro 9 muck an mite; 
An when pur f wok wer deed asleep, 

Com tremlin up to t' fire: 
At Carel market lads wad stare,. 

An talk, an follow me; 
Wi* feyne shwort keakes, ay fine the fair, 

Baith pockets cramm'd wad be. . 
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^dear! what change* women pruive, 

In less than seebem year; 
' walk the lomriag, owre the rank, 

But deil a chap amies near 1 
Kn Jwohnny I nee majr can trnaf — 

He's just like aw the lave; 
[ fin this sairy heart 11 brust ! 
, 111 sninligi' my grave! 

But, whisht !— I hear my Jwohnny's It-» 

Aye ! that's his varra dag ! 
He rteeks the &ui y eat softly tui-p-* 

Oh ! hang that cwoley dog I 
Now hey for seeghs* an saggar words, 

Wi' kisses nit a few— 
This warl's a parfet paradeyse, 

When lovers they pruivg trna I : 
July 31, 1802. 
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TOM LINTON. 



TuMS^—" Come under myjioidie." 



jli 
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Tom Linton was bworn taiabrarecanny fortune, 

His auld fadder screap'd aw the gear up he cud; 
But Tom; country booby, luik'd owrehee abtiin Mm* 

And mix'd wi* the bad, nor e'er heeded the gud; 
At the town he'd whore, gammle, play bell, a$l 
the deevil, 

He wad heV his caper, nor car'd how it com j - r * 
Then he mud hev his grey hounds, guns, setters, and 
hunter, 

And long o' the coolers they aw cursen'd Tdm. 

I think I just see how the lads wad flock roun him, 

And, oh! they were rain to shek Tom by the ban ! 
Then he'd tell how he fit wi* the barbers and buffies, 

And drank wi 9 the waiter till nowther cud stan: 
His watch he wad shew, and his list o' the horses, 

And pou out a guinea, and offer to lay, 
Till our peer country lads grew uneasy and lasy, 

And Tom cud ha'e coax'd hawf the parish away. 



Thenhedrank wi* thes<pire,andlaugh'd widhis worship, 

And talk'd o' the duke, and the deevil kens whee; 
He gat aw the new-fangl'd oaths i' the nation, 

And mock'd a peer beggar man wantin an ee; 
Hbfiel&theywexe morgag'd; about it was i whisper'd; 

A farmer was fobb'd nit owre far frae his house: 
At last aw was selt his auld fadder had toil'd for, 

Aadsffly Tom lintoa kft nk worth %«cHis. • -. \ 



Pufbrtuneawspent, what ! he'dhae the laird's dowter, 
5 : Bat she, p&ck'd him off wid a flee in his ear* 
Hast thing, an auld comrade, for money Tom borrow'd, 

E'en pat him in prison, and bad him lig theer: ' 
At last he gat out, . efter lang he had suffer 'd, 
•;. r And sair had repented the sad life he'd led; ; 
Widout shun till his feet, in a sowdger's auld jacket, 

He-works on the turnpeyke reet hard for his bread. 

i 

4 . 

Now folly seen intui, ragg'd, peer, and down-hearted, 

He toils and he'freets, and keen wants daily press; 
If cronies reyde by, wey, alas ! they've forgot him, 

For whee can remember auld friends in distress ? 
pHyj what pity, that, in ev'ry county, 

Sae mony Tom Lintons may always be found ! .' 
Deuce tek aw girt nwotions, and whurligig fashions, 

Contentment's a kingdom, aye,, aw the wail round ! 

August 24, 1802. 
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KITT CRAFFEf. / 



TuifS,— '* Come «f«fer my phiSe. 



•ft 



Isaac Crqssetv o» Shewk, afejra* heed-stenJbe& 
cutten, 

And just setten't up owr anent the lurk en; , 
A chubby-feac'd angel o'top on't they've putten, 

And varses, as gud as e'er com frae a pens . -7/ 
It'* for auld Kit CrafFet, our wordy wise neybo% 

God rest him ! a better man ne'er wore a Jieadjr 
He's nit left his fellow thro' aw the heale eounfef, 

And monie peer fwok are in want, now he'* deaf 

I meynd when at schuil, a reet top scholar, was be> 

Of lakin or rampin nae nwotion had be, : . 
But nar the auld thworn he wad sit and keep mwosn, 

And caw'd it a sin just to kill a peer flee; ; 
A penny he never let rest in his pockety 

But gev't to the furst beggar body he met; r 
Then at kurk he cud follow the priest thro' the 
sarvice, ;~] 

And as for a tribble he niver was bet*. 
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TW he wan seebem belts lang afwore he Was twenty, 

And in Scbaleby meedow oft tuik off the haw, 
Yet he kent aw the beyble, algebra, Josephus, 

And capp'd the priest, maister > exciseman and atfir* 
He cud talk aboat battles, baUoros,bunun mountains, 

And wars, till baith young and auld trimmeKd 
for fear, 
ften he'd tell how.theyns'd the « r peer West InXe 
negert" 

Ani stamp wid his fit, aye, and drop monie a tear* 

When he read about parliments, pleaces, and changes, 

fie flang by the paper, and cried; " Silly stuff! 
The Outs wad be m, and the Ins rob their country, . 

They're nit aw together worth ae pinch o' snuff!" 
fiBs creed was— Be statesmen but just, Britons loyal. 

And lang as our shippen reyde maisters at sea, • 
Well laugh at the puffin o* vain Bonnyparty, 

As sain may he conquer the deevil as we* ' 

Then when onie neybor was fash'd by the turniiaf, 
Oh, it meade hint happy if he cud be bail ! 

Twea-th-urds of his income he gey away yearly*, 
And actually tuik peer Tom Linton frae jaiL 

He was yence cross'd in luive by a guid-fbr-nought 
hussey , * 
But if onie lass by her sweetheart was wrang'd, 
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, He wad give her guid counsel, and lecture the fellow, 
, And oft did he wish aw sec skeybels were hang'd. 

• He cud mek pills and pklsters as weel as our doctor, 
And cure cholic, aga, and jattnice fbrby; 

. As for greece, or the glanders, red waiter, or Men, 
Nin o* them was leyke him, amang naigs or kye: 

'. What, he talk'd to the bishop about agriculture, 
And yence went to Plymouth to see the gwpd 

•* fleets . = ^ , 

As for the brave sailors trail'd off by the press-gangs, 

. €t Od die them!" he said, "that can new* 
be reet!" 

• ' ' '.1 
He ne'er was a drinker, a swearer, a feghler, 

i A cocker, a gamier, a fop, or a fufl; 
But left this sad warl just at threescwore and seebem> 
I' the clay house his graniadder built wi* the scbuiL 
Oh ! monie a saut tear will be shed ev*ry' Sunday, 
In readin the varses they've stuck on hissteane; 
fTill watters run up bank, and trees they gtiw 
down bank, 
We never can luik on his marrow agean ! 
' January 2, 1807. 
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WATTY. 



*TtnrE, — By the Atrtht*. 



hjtfa ax where 1 come frae, I say (befell seyde, 
Where ladder and inudder, and hottest fwok beyde; 
And my sweetheart, O bliss her ! ahe thought nan 

leyke me, 
For when we sfauik hans the tears gush'd frae her ee: 
Says I, < I mun e'en get a spot if I can, 
But, whativer beteyde me, 111 think o* thee, Nani* 
Kan was a parfet beauty, wi' twee cheeks leyke codlin 
blossoms: the varra seet on her meade my mouth 
awwatter. *l?Wes4»«weel, Watty P says she; Han's- 
a wag amang t' lasses, and I'll see thee nae mair V — 
, * "Niayi daanet gowl* Nan ! says L, 
' For, mappen, erlang, Fs be maister myself 
Sae we buss'd, and I tuik a last Jbaik at the felL 



On I whusseTd and wonder'd— -my bundle I flung 
Owre my shou'der, when Cwoley he efter me sprung, 
And howPd, silly fellow ! and fawn'd at my fit, 
As if to say, Watty, we muanet j>atf, yet 1 . 

VoL II. r 
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At Card I staid wi* a strae i' my mood*, . r ^ r 
And they tuik me, nae doubt, for a promisin yowL 
The weyves com roun me in clusters: * What weage 
dt» te ax, canny lad?* says yen. ' Wey, three pun 
and a crown; wunnet beate a hair o' my beard.*— 



« What can teduir says anudder. *Dtii! wey I can Jn 
pleugh, sow, mow, sheer, thresh, deyke, miHc, kmfi jsj 
muck a byre, sing a naolm, men car-gear, dane$a f {^ 
whornpeype, nick a naig'a tail, hunt abrock, or $gkf»3 L 
iver a yen o' my weight in aw Croglin pariah.* . fl0 j£ 
Auld Margery Jackson sura caw't me her man£ % 
But that day> I may say't, aw my sorrows began- - 

■ , t 

Furst/Cwoley, peer fellow! they hanged i' the street, : 
And ikinn'd, God forgi' them ! for shun to their feet 

I cry'd, and they caw'd me peer hawf-witted down, « 

■ . • «i 

And banter'd and followed me aw up and down: j 
Neist my deame she e'en starv'd me, that niverJirt 

• Weel * .-■'■ ...'■•; i«8 r s 

Her hard words and links wou'd ha'e freeten'd the 
deil:— V | j 

She hed a lang beard, for aw V warl leyke a hilly goat? ,y 
wi' a kil-dried frosty feace: and then the smawest 
leg o' mutton iri aw Carel market satrad the cat, me, 
and bur for a week. The bairns meade see gam on 
us, and thunder'4 at the rapper, as if to waken a corpi ;; 
when I open'd the duir, they threw stoux i* my ee%' f 
and caw'd me daft Watty; ;/ 
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hie I paeVolup my dudVwheri my quarter was out, 
Ind, Wr w^age i* my pocket, I saunter'd about* 

i^tf^ ■ >• ..■.-.:■ ■ * ■ - 

■&V j •"> ""•-'.' ' " ' • ' ' •' ' : 

Sujn my rqet-han breek pocket thy pick'd in, a fray, 
\nd wi' fifteen wheyte shillins they ftiipp*drclean Away, 
Fotby my twee letters frae mudder and Nan, r 
Where they «aid Card lasses wad Wrftty trapan : 
But 'twoud tek a lang day just to tell what I saw, 
How I sceap'd frae the gallows, the sowdgers and aw* " 
Ak, there were some fw^rgery chaps bad me just sign 
■Wf Beanie. •* Nay,* says I, « youVe gotten a wrang 

pig by V lug, for I canna write/ Then a fellow 

leyke a lobster, aw leac'd and feathered, ax'd me, ' 
j .• Watty, wull te list ? thou's owther be a general or 

a gomoral.* — 'Nay, I wunnet — that's plain: I's 

content wi' a cwoat o' mudder's spinnin,' 
Now, wi' twee groats and tuppence, 111 e'en toddle 

heame, 
But ne'er be a sowdger wheyle Watty's my neame* 

-*./'-■- • 

Raw ray mudder H gowl, and my ladder 11 stare, 
When I tell them peer Cwoley they'll niver see mair. 
rhen they'll bring me a stuil;— -as for Nan, she'll 

; be fain, 
^hen I kiss her, God bliss her, agean and agean! 

Fife barn, and the byre, and the auld hollow tree, 
Vill just seem leyke cronies yen's fidgin to see. 



#» 



T3ie aheap ^ nit kea Watt yVw>«eiww!r The pa* 
stack w#us\l to lake roun'U be bruat ere thi»! Aa-fii 
Kan, shell be owther married or brokea- hearted 
but sud aw be weel at Croglin, we*U hae ieastin, fid. 
dSn, dancin, drinkm, singm, and smuikin, aye, tSD 
*** blue about us: -• 

Amang aw cm neyboort fee wufjfcfglll tot?,. 

Bu* urn* ttfAr lefjre nry noli ftitifjaf ** ftifc 

JAJrtrxsrlO, 10O& 
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IE BLECKELL MUBBY-NEET. 

! tec a murry-neet we've bed at Bleckell, 
mid o' ike fiddle yet rings i' mj ear; 
efiptand heel'd were tfre fah and the Inmci, 
mome a diver lish huzzy was. theer i 
termer swart sat snug i* the parlour, 
pantry the sweeth garters cotterM sae softf 
icers they kick'd up a stour i T the kkchen; 
nter the caxr^lakera sat? the loft. 

gger o* Dawstan's a famish top hem* 
bangs aw the player-fwok twenty to yen; 
ip'd wid hunt, and he shouted and royster'd, 
she sweet it ran off at hit varra chin en; 
e held up ae han leyke the spout of a tea-pot, 
danc'd cross the buckle, and teather-te-patch; 
heycried, 'oowijrjBe^/'helapuptotheCeilin, 
ay cracked his thoums for a bit of a fratch* 

Lwerby lads at fair drinkin are seypera; 
xfcin the Dawtttoaers niver wer bet; 
ickabank chaps are reet famish sweethearters, 
r kisses just; soon leyke the snack of a yeat; 



( 



1%6 CUMlfcfcLAND BALLADS. 

The lasses o» Bleckell are sae monie angels; 

The Cummersdale beauties ay glory in fun— » 
God help the peer fellow that glymes at them dancing, 

He'll steal away heartless as sure as a gun ! 



The 'bacco wa*s Strang, and the yell it was lythey, * 

And monie a yen bottom'd a whart leyke a turn; 
Daft Fred', i* the nuik, leyke a hawf-rwoasted deevil,^ 

Telt.8ly smutty st wories, and meade them aw gum; 
Then yen sung " Tom Linton," anudder « fifck 
Waiters" - . 

Theauldfennersbn^'do^heirnUiesandfwoals, 
Wi' jeyhin and j wokin, and hotchin and laughin, 

Till some thought it teyme to set off to the cwoali. 

But, hod! Ifbrgat— when the clock strack eleebeni, 
The dubbler was brong in, wi' wheyte breed and 
brown; 
The gully was* sharp, the girt cheese was a topper, 
And lumps big as lapstons our lads -gobbl'd down : 
Ay the douse dapper lanlady, cried, ' Eat and 
welcome! 
I' God's neame step forret ; nay dunnet be bleate!* 
Our guts aw weel pang'd, we buck'd up for blin 
Jenny, 
And neist paid the shot on a girt pewder plate. 
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ow full to the thropple, wi' heed- warks and heart* 

aches, : 

Some crap to the clock-kease instead o* the duir; . 
ten sleepin and snworin tuik pleace o* their r woarin. 
And teane abuin tudder e'en laid on the fluir. 
lie last o* December, lang, lang well remember, 
At five i* the mworn, eighteen hundred and twee: 
fere's health and success to the brave Jwohnny 

Dawston, 
And monie sec meetins may we live to see ! 
July 4, 1808 
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The deevil cannot wrong them* 
And cud yen get tern put i' prenfc, 

Aw England cuddent bang^them: 
Our dogs e'en beyte aw decent fwok, 

Our varra naigs they kick them, ; 
And if they nobbet a* their way, 

Our lads set on and lick them. 



Furst wi' Dick Wiggem we^l begin, • -^ 

The teyney, greasy wofoster: * • . 
He's got a gobfrae lug tolug, i • ? 

And neb leyke onie lobstet; t 

Dick* weyfe, they say, was Branton bred, " ■"■ 

Her nmdder was a howdey, 
And when peer Dick's thrarig on the luim, 

She's off to Jwohnnie Gow&y. 
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tt as for Jwohnnie, aHj man* * 

He threeps about the nation, 

id talks o* stocks and Charley Fox, v 

And meks a blusteration ; 

3 reads the paper yence a week, 

The auld fwok geape and wonder— 

ere Jwohnnie king we'd aw be rieh, 

And France mud e'n knock under. * 



tag Peel the laird's a dispert chap, • 
His weyfe's a punish fratchert— 
le brays the lasses, starves the lads* 
Nae bandylan can match her: 
e aw ken how they gat their gear, 
But that's a fearfu' stwory, 
ad sud he bing on Carel Sands, 
Nit yen wad e'er be sworry. 



r 



ane-breker Jwohn' weweel may neame* 
He's tir'd o' wark, confound him! 
r manglin limbs and streenin joints, 
He's meade aw cripples 4 roun him: • 
air hurt he's duin than onie yen 
That iver sceap'd a belter; 
lien see leyke guffs leame decent fwok, 
It's teyme some laws sud alter* 

VoL II. s 
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The schiiilmaister'g a conjuror, 

For when our lads are drinkin, 
Aw macks o' tricks he'll dui wi' cairds, 

And tell fwok what they're thinlrin; 
Hell glowr at maps and spell hard words, 

For hours and hours together, 
And in the»muin he kens what's duin— 

Nay he can coin the weather ! 

Then theer's the blacksmith wi' ae ee> 

And his hawf-witted mudder, 
'Twad mek a deed man laugh to see 

Them glyme at yen anudder ; 
A three-quart piggen full o' keale. 

He'll sup, the greedy sinner, 
Then eat a cow'd-lwerd leyke his head, 

Aye, onie day at dinner. 

Jack Many the hirplin piper's son, 

Can bang them aw at leein; 
Hell brek a lock, or steal a cock, 

Wi' onie yen in bein: 
He eats guid meat, and drinks Strang drink, 

And gangs weel graith'd o' Sunday, 
And weel he may, a bonny fray 

Com out last Whissen-Monday. 
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tor he's a parfet pleague, 
lawf the parish puzzens; 
yer sets fwok by the lugs, 
Cheats them neist by duzzens; 
son swears a bonny stick 
ig our sackless asses; 
lire's ruin'd scwores and scwores 
any country lasses. 

twenty mair, coarse as neck beef, 
1 hed teyme to neame them; 
tided Sim, slape-finger'd Sam, 
law cod iver teame them; 
blue nebb'd Watt, and ewe-chin'd Dick, 
wordy 0* the gallows— 
y is the country seyde 
's free frae sec leyke fellows ! 

ovzmbz* 27, 1803. 
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The last new shun our Betty gat, 

They pinch her feet, the deil may care 1 
What, she mud hate them leady kyie> 

Tho' she he* cwornsj for evermair : m x*A 
Nae black gairn stockins will she wear, 

They man he wheyte, and cotton &yn*i 
This meks me think of other teynmt, 

The happy days o' auld lang aeynel . 

Our dowter, tui, * palace? bought, 

A guid reed clwoak she cannot wear; 
And stays^ she says, spoil leady V steps—* 

Oh ! it wad mek a parson swear! 
Nit ae hah's turn o* wark shell dui, 

Shell nowther milk or sarrat sweyne— 
The country's puaaen'd roun wF preytte, 

For lasses work'd reet hard lang srtrne. 

•PeKtse. 
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We've three guid rooms in our clay house, 

Just big eneugh for sec as we; 
They'd hev a parjtour built wi' bricks, 

I mud submit— what cud I dee ? 
The aattle neist was thrown aside, 

It meeghtlm'e sarra'd me an4*meyhe; 
My mudder thought it mehs'd a house— • 

But we think shem o* auld lang seyne ! 



We us*4 to ga to bed at dark, 

And ruse agean at four or five j 
The mwornVtte only teyme for warfc, 
. If rwokafehildiy, and wou*d thrive: 
Now we git up,~-ray 7 God kens when! 
/ And nuin's owre suin for us to deyne; 
Ps hungry km the pot's hawf txnl'd, 

And wish for teymes leyke auld lang seyne* 



Deuce tek the fuil-invented tea ! 

For tweyce a-day we tiiat mun her ; 
Then taxes git sae monstrous hee, 

The deil a pkek yen now can sea ve! 
There's been nae hick throughout the Ian, 

Sin fweh mud leyke their betters sheyne; 
French fosWoss mek> us parfet foils; 

We're caff and san to auld lang seyne! 

January 6, 1807* 
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CANNY PUM MERLAN, 
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„C 

'Twas ae neet last week, wid our wark efter sirjypef' 

We went owre the geate cousin label to see; 
Theer were Sibby frae Ctutfcet, and lal Betty Byer#> 

Deef Debby, forby Bella Bunion and me; 
We'd scarce, begun spianin, when Sib a sang lilteof^ 

She'd brong her frae Carel by their sarvant vmn^ 
Twas aw about Cumroerian fwok and feyne nlaaees^^ 

And, if I can think on't, ye's hear how it ran* 

Yer buik-larn'd wise gentry, that's seen monies 
counties, 
May preach and palaver, aad brag as they will 
O' mountains, lakes, valleys, woods; waiters, and 
meadows^ 
But canny auld Cummerlan caps them aw still: 
It's true, we've nee palaces sheynin amang us, • 
Normarble tall towers to catch the weak eye; 
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»ty we're monie feyne cassels, where fit our brave 
fodders, 
When Cummerlan cud onie county defy. 

?uret Graystock we'll nwotish, the seat tf girt 
Norfolk,, 

A neame still to freemen and Englishmen dear; 
fe Cummerlan fwok, may your sons and your 
gransons 

Sec rare honeBt statesmen for iver revere; 
!orruption's a sink that'll puzsen the country* 

And lead us to slavery, to me it seems plain; 
tut he that hes courage to stem the black torrent, 

True Britons sud pray for, agean and agean. 

* 

Vhea that hes climb'd Skiddaw, hes seen sec a 

prospec, 

Where fells frown owre fells, and in. majesty vie? 

Vhea that hes seen Keswick, can count hawf its 

beauties, 

May e'en try to count hawf the stars i' the sky: 

Cheer's UUswater, 4 Bassenthwaite, Wastwater, Der- 

went, 

That thousands on thousands ha'e travell'd to view; 

The langer they gaze, still the mair they may wonder, 

And ay, as they wonder, may fin summet new. 
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We're Ccdty for rocks, cares, and walks sae delighthV, 

That Eden a paradeyse loudly proclaims; 
O that sec leyke pleaces bed ay see leyke awnefs, 

Then mud monie girt fwok be proud o' their neames! 
We're Netherby tui, the grand pride o' the border, 

And haws out o' number, nae county can bang; 
Wi' rivers romantic as Tay, Tweed, or Yarrow, 

And green woodbine bowers weel wordy a sang- 

We help yen anudder; we welcome the stranger; 

Oursels and our country well iver defend; ' 
We pay bits o' taxes as weel as we're yable, 

And pray, leyke true Britons, the war hed an end: 
Then, Cummerlan lads, and ye lish rwosy lasses, 

If some caw ye clownish, ye need'nt think sheame; 
fie merry and wise, enjoy innocent pleasures, 

And ay seek for health and contentment atheasne* 

August 12, 1804. 
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3«E FELLOWS ROUN TORKIN.* 
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Tune,—" Drops of brandy. 



We're aw feyne fellows roun Torkin; 
. We're a w^guid fellows weel met; 
R^e're aw wet fellows roun Torkin, 

Sae faikins we mun hev a swet : 
je%'a drink to the lasses about us, 

Till day's braid glare bids us start; 
Veil sup till the sailer be empty— 

Come, Dicky lad, boddom the whart. 

11 gi'e ye, says Dick, durtjr Dinah, 

That's ay big wi' bairn fwok suppwose; 
he sticks out her lip like a pentes, 

To kep what may drop frae her nwose : 
<eyke a hay-stack she hoists up ae shouder, 

And scarts, for she's nit varra soun : 
^i' legs thick as mill-pwosts, and greasy, 

The deevil cud nit ding her down ! 

A wood-oovered bill, near Crofton-Hwll, in Cumberland. 
VoLIL t 
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We're aw odd fellows roun Torkin; 

We're aw larn'd fellows weel met; 
We're aw ricfrfefloW* routi TdrkfeB, 

Sae faikins we mun hey a swet : 
Let's drink to the lasses about us, 

'Till day's braid glare bids us part; 
We'll sup till the sailer be empty— 

Come, Matthew lad, bocidom the whart 

I'll gi'e ye, says Matt, midden Margdt, 

That squints wi' the left-handed ee; 
When at other fellows she's gleymin, 

I's freeten'd she's luikin at me : 
She smells far stranger than carrion, 

Her cheeks are as dark as hung beef, 
Her breasts are as flat as a back-buird; 

'Mang sluts she's\ty counted the chief! 

We're aw wise fellows roun Torkin; 

We're aw neyce fellows weel met; 
We're aw sad fellows roun Torkin, 

Sae faikins we mun hev a swet : 
Let's drink to the lasses about us, 

'Till day's braid glare bids us part ; 
Well sup till the sailer be empty— 

i, -G wordy lad, boddom the whart. 



IH gi'e ye, says Gw©rg«, gqajfe &***& 

Wi* girt feet and inarrowless lggs; 
Her reed neb wad set fire |o bB fflUS O Bft j 

Her een are as big as dupk eggs; 
She's shekel leyke a sweyne i' the middle, 

Her skin free&'d aw %ke a gteid; 
Her mouth's weydfr as pnie town yubbem, 

We're freeten'd sh^'U swalfer her bod I 

We're aw Strang fellows roun To)$ia>! 

We're aw lisb fellows weel met; 
We're aw top fejlows roun Toxkii), 

Sae faikins we mnnhev a swet; 
Let's drink to the lasses about u& 

'Till day's braid glar© Wds us s^ajt; 
We'll sup t|}). the sailer be emgty-r? 

Come, Wully lad, boddoni the wbart. 

Ill gi'e ye, says Wutt, wkkin Wfopy, 

That measures exact thste fet eight, 
But wi' roun-shqu||yr'4 Ritifa> or tall Tibby, 

Shell scart, and shell girn, and she'll feghi; 
She's cruik'd as an S— *wid a hip oat, 

Her feet flat and braid, as b% Sinks? 
Her feace is as lanjg as a fiddle, 

And aw *&*&*'& Q#3» wi' raftdplouks! 
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We're aw young fellows roun Toxjanf ~ 

We're aw teeght fellows weel met; 
We're aw brave fellows now* Torkra> 

Sae raisins we mun her a sweat r 
Let's drink to the lasses about us, 

'Till day's braid glare bids us part; 
Well sup till the sailer be empty—* 

Come, Mwesy lad, boddom the wfcart. 

K I11 gi'e ye, says Mwose, mantra Matty, 

That lisps thro* her black rotten 
You cant catch fkre wotfd* in ten 

If gowlin, she'd flay yet* to deeth: 
Her feace like auld Nkk's natmig grater, 

And yallow neck bitten wi' fleas; 
She's trbubl'd wi' win vf at meale seymes* 

And belshs* te give hersel ease 1 

We're aw cute fellows reran Torkin; . 

We're aw sharps fellows weel met; 
We're aw rare fellows roun Torkin, 

Sae failrins we man her a swet: 
Let's drink to- the lasses about us, 

'Till day's braid glare bids us part; 
We'll sup till the sailer be empty — 

Come, Nathan lad, boddom the whaxt* 
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Dgi'e ye, says Natt, noisy Nanny, 
That chows shag *bacco for fun;. 
he cocks hear belly when walkin, 
And ay luiks down to the grnn: 
lie talks beath sleepin and wakin, 
And crowks leyke a tead when she speaks j 
n her nwose en the hair grows leyke stibble, 
And gravey drop* run owre her cheeks f 

Vre aw teugb fellows roun Torkin; 
We're aw rash fellows weel met; 
r e"re aw queer fellows roun Torkin, 
Sae fidkins we nun hev a swet: 
Dtfs drmk to the lang, leame* and lasy, 
Dfeef, dum, black, brown, Meer-c'ed, and Urn, 
Eay they sura get weel weddet, and beddet, 
If lads they can onie where fin! 
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BORROWDALE JWQHNNY. 
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TuxEj— u lama young fellow, 
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Fs Borrowdale Jwohuny, just cumj; up to Luwoty 

Nay, gum nit at me, for fear I laugh at you; 
I've seen kneaves donn'd i' silks, and gud men 
in tatters, 

The truth we sud tell, aud gi'e auld Nickhi»$ie. 
Nan Watt pruiv'd wi* bajrn, what* they cw'i H 
the fadder; 

Thinks I, thekum- filthy ! be off in a tseyce! 
Nine Carel bank nwotes mudder slipt i' my pjaAet, 

And fadder neist ga'e me reet hole$ome adveyp^ 

Says he, u keep frae t' lasses ! and ne'er luik ahint 
thee." 
We're deep as the best o' them, fadder, says L 
They pack'd up ae sark, Sunday weascwoat, twee 
neckcloths, 
Wot bannock, cauld dumplin, and top stanninpye: 
I mounted black filly, bad God bliss the auld fwok, 
Cries fadder, " Tou'a larn'd, Jwohn, and hes 
nought to fear; 
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Jaw and See cousin Jacep ! he's got aw the money: 
Hell git thee some guverment pleace,— to he seer!" 

stopp'd on a fell, tuik a lang luik at Sktddaw, 

And neist at the schuil-house amang the esh trees; 
<ast thing, saw the smuik rising up frae our chunky* 

And fan aw quite queer, wid a heart ill at ease: 
rat summet widin me, cried, Pou up thy spirits ! 

Theer*s luck, says auld Lizzy, in feacin the sun; 
'ou's young, lish and cliver, may wed a feyne leady, 

And cum heame a nabob— aye, sure as a gun ! 

[nowiri manners, what, I doff'd my hat to aw 

strangers, 
Wid a spur on ae heel, a yek siplin in han, 
t tuik me nine days and six hours comia up-bank, 
At the Whorns—nye, 'twas Highget, a chap bad 
me stan; 
Says he, " How's all friens i' the North, honest 
Johnny r 
Odswunters ! I says, what, ye divent ken me ! — 
' paid twee whey te shillins, and fain was to see him* 
Nit thinkin on't rwoad onie 'quaintance to see. 

tfeist thing, what big kurks, gilded cwoaches, hee 
houses, 
And fwok runnin thro' other, leyke Carel Fair; 
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I ax'd a smart .chap where to-fin cousm Jaee|r> U 
Says he, "Clown, go look!" Friend, s*Js 1$ 
tell me where ? 
Fadder* letter to Jaoep hed got r&e 9fdycTiptkm» ~ ' 
Sae, when I was glowrin and sizlin about, 
x A whey te-feac'd young lass aw dess'd out lej&O I 
leady, -,'•... ..,;, .. 

Cried, " Pray, Sir, step in I" but I wish V&W B 

. "■'.>._ ■ . . . . . • 

She pou'd at a bell, leyke our kurk-beU it souadtf, f 
In com sarvant lass, and she worder'd some wtyne; 
• Says I> Ts nit dry, sae, pray, Madam, excuse me! 
Nay, what she insisted I sud stop and deyne. H 
She meade varra free,— 'twas, a shem and a by sen! 
I thought her in luive wi' my parson, for sore; 
And pronuVd to caw agean:— as for black filly, 
(Wad onie believ't !) she was stown rrae the doir! 
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Od dang't ! War than that:—- when I greap'd my 
breek-pocket, ,1 

I fan fadder watch, and the nwotes were awgean; 
It was neet, and I luik'd lang and sair for kent 
feaces, 
But Borrowdale fwok I cud niver see neane. 
I sleept on the flags, just ahint the kurk corner, 
- A chap wid a girt stick and lantern com by, 



H 
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He caw'd me peace4Keaker-~says I, Thou's a lear— 
In a pleaoe leyke a taller they fworc'd me to lie. 

Nae caff bed or blanket^ for silly pilgarlic; 

Deil a winkwd I sjaapi, say aer Jtet see a steyme ; 
Nekt day I was ta'en terthe Narration Offish, 

Whenamaiiina wig said, Wdttmaaattcreyme. 
then ana ax'd my neame* and he pat on his speckets, 

Says I, JwHONifr Cruckde ykb— -2** Borrowdale 
bfvom. 
Whsst think yeit prutrft btit my awn cousin Jacep, 

He seated fflefifflet gallows, aye that varra mworn. 

He spak td my Lwtfrcf, some hard wonfe, quite out- 
landish, 

ThencBn^dfbthis^woa^h,andaw3yweruidheame; 
He ax'd varra kind efter fadder and m udder, 

I said they were bravely, and neist saw his deame: 
She's aw puff and p6ud$r; as for cousin Jacep, 

He's got owre much gear to tek nwotish o' me; 
But if onie amang ye slid Want a lish sarvent, 

Just bid me a weage— I'll upod ye, vye's 'gree. 

JaxUary 4, 1807. 
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THE CODBECK WEDDIN. 






TtJlTB,— u Andrew €**." 



True i* my song, tho* lowly be the strain. 
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They sing of a weddin at Worton, 

Where aw was feght, fratchin, and fun ; / 

Feegh ! sec a yen we've hed at Cqdbeck, • . _.. .{. 

As niver was under the sun : 
The breydegruim was weaver Joe Bewi^ev, , ;l 

He com frae about Lowthet Green: 
The breyde Jwohnny Dalton' lish dowter, 

And Betty was weel to be seen* 

Sec patching and weshin, and bleachin, . \ 

And starchin, and darnin auld duds; 
Some lasses thought lang to the weddin; 

Unax'd. others sat i' the suds : , 
Theerwere tweescwore and seebem }nveyted, 

God speed tern 'gean Cursenmas-day; 
4€ Dobson' lads, tui, what they mun cum ladder !" 

I think they were better away I 






irsi thing/Oggle Willy, the fiddler, 
Caw*d inwi' auld Jonathan Strang; 
efet stiff and stout, king, leame and l&zy, 
Frae aw part* com in wi' a bang : 
•ae Brocklebaftk, Faildairs, and Newlaiids, 
Fine Heskat, Burk-hcads, and the Height, 
me Warritll* Stttnaure, Nether Wfehoa* 
And awt' way frae Eytonfield-street. 

orst auld Jwhbnny Dawton we'll nwotish, 
And Mary, his canny douse deame; 
m Wiilly, and Mally, his siater; 
Goffet* weyfe, Mttckle Namiy by neame; 
fully Sinclair, Smith Leytle, Jwohn Aitchin, 
Tom Ridley, Joe Sim, Peter Weir, 
worge ( Gbffet, Jwohn Bell, Miller Dyer, 
Joe Head, and Ned Bnlman were theer. 

fe'd hay-crmlb, and hen-tails, and hannieb, 

And nattier* that fuddle for nought; 
ff^-sceape-greaces, skeybels, and scruffins, 

And maffs better fed far than taught ;, 
fe'd lads that wad eat for a weager, 

Or feght, aye, 1 till bluid'to the knees* 
elUseyderi, and Sowerby riff-raff, 

That deil a bum-bealie dar seize* 



The brejde feu* &* fcep&Md !**» A«jA% r 
The brey^tgsww at wtapte a* * **** ; A 

The bail?* aw gieyw'4 ftfc*' *l*ftfaN& w&AtfWt^ 
The parson 5YW^*r^deppo¥^r ; 

Cries Gqjfetf wwyfe, *5 &p^we*^jp>£^ 



Now toe&& .-*# «#w*fcawtkem* 

They ger Myfatf I Cyosbf a <»w; 
Up spak canny ^evfey tire toj^gruinv 

" Gatp.tojVrf^, kwUi &&es pays aw/* 
We. few* titt ,$m- &pmt& Hue stomp m* 

We're ay ni»ny deeyiifl, th*>' peer* 
Michael' w?9&9»yv"? WSdo^ ©tue laain^ 

A dupk lend ha'e sw*m on: the flea*" 
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Now,.%w TmflctfSd owxe, and: hwMmA^i > 

The menfwak wad needs Kw Ae Jweyde; 
Joe Head, that's ay reckoned beat sjwokasaaae, 

Whop'd " guid wad the eoupfc heteydft^ < 
Says Michael, ^ Pa reet gled teaae you,; 

Suppwosin I gat ne'er a plaot" 
Cries t' weyfe, « Thatll nowther pay brewer/ 

Nor git bits tf^ajekft tojraft had:/' 
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%*&»?*> waidaaee < <C*Mhi5»^ Cndsjj? 

A thr nrnwr tb<n captrt Boahdr Bbefa^ 
> oter TCnir riaeVd: up auld Mary Paten, 

Ley^e a ooek soon a hfia mist he rt^fliif 
fwoha BqK yelpd arc* < Soansrby Lanes;! 

Young Jwt»en> a laog Genuity dancay 
bVd got his new pmnpafimitilnL^ieade Juat^ 

And fain wad anew, how he cud asanas. 

To mannY una the? team* and keep swober, 

The women fwafc bought arareut xeat; 
rr Be wise^.dnv far yeneeJ" say* J wet* Dyer; 

The breydegruim mu&aeynVtlieajata heeti 
The youngrrmnfe kqiai ahint them, 

Till efter then Bcil nwadaa.bnsk; 
Tom Ridley was aw beirti wi' danUs^ 

And planed off thrsteps i* the btjaV 

ToHudleas^nowofftiity sbaU'd, 

And flhotr gat 6r mair than enough; 
Miller Qodaaea auin brunt the punch ladla, 

And BilPder'iy glaarwidJasleuf; 
He thought he was tekin hifrmouter, 

And deil a bit eonecieiiee heahe; 
TJiey pmymSd him wi' stiff' punch and jollup, 

•Till Sally Scott thought Jurwa&dee. 
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Joe Sob rwoar'd' out, « Bin, we've 

Our MaUyYtnrft'd howe i' tl»wea«fl»f* <^ 
Wi' three, strings atWeen them, the fiddlers 

Strackup, and they reel'd towerts heame> 
Meyner Leytte wad now hoist & standert; 

Peer man ! he end nit daddle ikr, 
But stuck in a pant bum the middle, 

And yen tuik him heamein a ear. 



For dinner, we'd stew'd geuae, and haggish, 

Cow'd-leady, and het bacon pye, 
BoiF£iluiks, tatey-hash, beastin puddm, 

Saut salmon, and cabbish; forby 
Pork, pancakes, black pnddins, sheep trotters. 

And custert, and mustert, and veal, 
Grey-pe* k$ale, and lang apple dumplins;— * 

I wish ev'fj yen far'd afrweelf 
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The breyde, geavin aw roua about her; 

Cries, " Wuntl we fcagat butter sops i" 
The bijeyekgruim fon naa tejftne £>v taUdn 

But wi' stannin pye gseas'd his chops. 
We'd loppar'd nulk, skinv'd milk, and kurn'd miltr 

Well watter, ; smaw beer, aw at yence; 
« Shaff ! bring yell in piggensi" r woars Balton, 

" Deil tek them ct'ar ream for «xgence P 



^m aw. cut and cleek'd frae their neybots, 

Twas even down thump, pull and haul; 
foe Head gat a geuse aw together, n 

And off he crap into the &ul: 
rfuckle Nanny cried, " Shem o' see weastry ! M 

The ladle she brak owre ill Bell; 
lorn Dalton sat thsang in* corner,. 

And eat nar the weight of his seL 



\ hillibuloo was now. started, 

'Twas u Ranmgal! wh&Q cares for tee? 
1 Stop, Tommy ! wheels weyfe was i' th' carrasl 

Tou'd ne'er been a man, but for me !" 
ff Od dang thee !"— •" To jail I cud sen thee, 

Peer *crqfflesr-~ " Thy Ian grows nae gurse. v 
1 Ne'er ak I it's my awn, and it's paid for— 

But whee was't stuil auld Tim Jwohn' purse? 
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Yed Bulman wad feght wi' Gworge Goffet, 

Peer Gwordy he nobbet stript thin, 
\nd luik'd leyke a cock put o' fedder, 

But suin gat a weel-bleaken'd skin; 
tfeist, Sanderson fratch'd wid a hay-stack, 

And Deavison fught wi' the whins: 
Smith Leytleieil out wi' the cobbles, 

And peel'd aw the bark of his shins* 
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The hay-bay was nour gomewfeat sey^ed, 

And young ftaok tbe ffittflfo Men m&s'i, 
They'd drucken 'fyle Mdleitf in common, 

And fawn owre ayont ait anfitf fefet; 
Some mak fwok that twtt we*e a-misste, 

Than Wulfy, and Jonathan Strang—* 
But decency whispers, <• Wfatc a*afee]*t 

Tou munnefc pat thm* in the aaagf* 



Auld Dalton thought!** ^a«at€a«i; 

Says he, « Jacob! see w4ia«?» to pay !" 
Came, woalerl heaste—gat ofct the harm, 

Well e'en taa&e dte rwoad, and away!" 
He cowp'd off his stilfl^ feyke arsa&bag, 

Ton Ridley beel'd out, * Deil may eal^r 
For a whart o J Let yell, and a Stick Mi't, 
Sanson *11 tell ye far Blair* 



Come, bumper tile Cuimne* Ian lasses, 

Their marrows can seldom be seen; 
And he that won't fegat to defend them, 

I wish he may ne'er want black een F 
May our murry-neets, clay-datibins, races, 

And weddins, ay finish wi' glee; 
And when ought's amang us worth nwotish, 

Lang may I be present to- see! 
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THE ILL-GIEN WEYFE, "* 

AN OWKE TRUE PICTURE (T MONIE. 
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Tuy^r-^ Mpw&shai taen the g$t? 



A ToiLseMrleyfe; for thtirty years, 
I patiently hev spent* - 

As onie yen o- enie rank, 
I this weyde warl e'er keht? 

For when at heave, or when away, 

Nae peace ther is for me; 
I's pestert wid an il!~gien toegfe, 

That niver lets me he: 
Ay teazin, ne'er eeasiii, 

Leyke an aagry sea; 
Itfae kurk-hell e'er hed see a tongue. 

And oft it deefena me ! 

When rurst I saw her mealy feace, 
'Twas painted up sae feyne, 

I thowt her e'en fi$ for a queen* 
She wan this heart o' meyne; 

Vol. IL x 
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But sin' that hour, that sworry hour, 

We ne'er cud yence agree; 
And oft I gim fta luddsaa day 

1 JWWaUmf lihyjy: 
Care an sorrow, then to morrow 

Ay the seame man be; 
Oh! had I effin'* hem, *a* *jt> - 

I lost my liberty ! - 



When young, I g^'d fccwrtyfe wi^ w aa niii, • 

But now the thowt I scwem; 
Thank HeaVn, a bairn o'ewsfcheraax A 

To me she ne'er hsjibvoml 
Leyke roils we /wish oiift yautMway, tf 

When happy we mud be-*- 
Aw ye whee're pleqgnod wi' fiau Mm weym> 

I wish ye suin set free i 
Grin, grinnin !— din, dinniql 

Toil and misery ! 
Better feed thq look-yard 

Than leeve sec slaves as we I. 



I's past aw warl^ it's hpsjl toiwsnl, 
An auld and peer aba I ; 

But happiness i' tfcia vey^warl, 
Nae gear cud iyejchuy& v . 
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er I on same owW se&lilAaV 

ae women nar to secy 

reyde an gnMSt I wild sft#Ke$ 

i thanbr to HeaV* wa»j»Jf- 

pmaa ! foe to ma&? 

blesim thon sud be; 

irae to hint IftM w«tar ti*y<&&; J 

er wretch unbiwt fcyfce «*f' 

a wintry Masts H W T Iflffli an »ft; 
fein to dink frae fc*H»* 
ider foa^tlte in|fiy Hdfhf/ J 
tan bur I bate to fiWMtet 
rle she wF slattdfafti ttMlNhfief* 
*s batcbin monie a ke; 
leet wad nay adtt NfeaVaw*JFV ' v 
vex a saint to see, 
puffin £— sniaflj fffidfait ' 
'er fine mischief free; 
waak is lwowUp loaNa* *um f 
l sec to east an ee ! 

aneybortbiJOfrl stiifl> 

crack: a wheyle at neet> 
Lurriea \S »e leyte a 

flays the fwok to *»'** 



Whatever I dui, wha£e'er I say* 

Wi' hur a &ut mun be; 
I freet an freet baith neet an day> 

But seldom clwose an ee: 
Wake, wakin !~shak, shakinl 

Then she teks the gee; 
He's happy that leers aw his leane, 

Compar d wi' chaps kyke me*. 



To stop the xdver-ceasin stem, 

I brong her cousin here;.; . 
She aw but brak the wee, thing's hearty 

An cost her monie a tear : 
If chance a frien pops in his heed*. . , 

Off to tjie duir she'll flee; 
She snarls leyke pnie .angry cat^ 

An sair I's vex'd to aee ! 
Now fratchin, neist scratching 

Oft wi' bleaken'd ee, 
I pray auld Nick hed sec a deame, 

I trow he vex'd wad be ! : 

How blithe man meets the keenest ills, 
I' this shw.ort voyage o' leyfe, 

And thinks nae palace leyke hu heame* 
Blest wid a keyndly vf eyje :. 
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But sure the greatest erase hard fate 

To onie man can gie> 
Is sec a filthy slut as meyne 1 , - 

That ne'er yence comforts me? 
Xads jeerin, lasses sneerin, 

Cuckold some caw me; ' 
3 scrat an auld grey aahin pow, 

But daro't say they ie^ 

They're happy that hev teydey weyve%. 

To keep peer bodies clean ; 
But meyne's a freetfu* lump o* filth, 

Her marra ne'er was seen r 
Ilk dud she wears upon her back, 

Is poison to the ee; 
Her smock's leyke auM Nick's nuttin bag, 

The deil a word I lee : 
Dour an' durty—- house aw clarty ! 

See her set at tea, 
Her feace defies baith seape an san r 

To mekt just fit to see 1 

A beyte o>* meat I munnet eat, 

Seave what I cuik mysel; 
Ae patch or clout shell nit stick on,. 

•Sae heame's just' leyke a hell:. 
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•By day or meet if fa**' *** 

Seafe frae this canker*d sh$ 
I pray and pray, wi' aw my kearfc 

Deeth, suin tekhur^r toe! 
Fleyte, fleytin !— fcght, ftgfattn J 

How her luik I dree ! . 
Come tyrant rid me V thi§ (Hum* 

Duitekher! HI thankdml 
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Tpi,-" Auld RobMorrUS 



en thirty Summers straw flowers i' the glen* 
auder blithe Summer 111 ne'er see. again ! 
1 monie wooers, ftae clown to the beau, 
e lost Rob hqwne x the flow'r o' them aw ! 

rst was Joe Coupland, when I was fifteen; 
1st was Wull Wawby, and then com Gib Green ; 
ohn o' Kurkan'rews, and Sly Dicky Slee, 
my Rob Lowrie was dearest to me ! 

ASt Durdar reaces, he rid the black cowr, 
dout onie whuppin, he bang't tern leyke owt; 
en when they russel'd, the lads how he felt ! 
F heame .we canter't, wi' breydle and belt. 

ts when we daunder't alang Cauda seyde, 
romise, and promise to mek me his breyde; 
n our twee neames he wad carve on the steyle— 
elp the peer lasses men seek to beguile ! 
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I luik owre the pasture^nae Rob's to be seen! 
Then sit down, heart-broken, an' tears blin my eel* 
My mudder she fxatches, &ae mwbrnin till neet, 
And lasses keep flyrin', whenever we meet. 

When singin', Hob Lowrie was ay V my sang; 
Now thoughts o' Rob Lowrie hae turn'd me qttfr 

wrang; 
He's weel-shep'd, an' lusty, he stans six feet twee; 
Theer's health in his fair feace, and luive in his fie 

- ■* 

But whee's this comes whualiri 9 , sae sweet, owrethi 

hill? . . - . 
He brings me a pwosey— -If s-tfen GwordifrGillJ 
He's lish, an' he's canny> wi' reed curly hair— 
The Deil tek Rob Lowrie ! I'll heed him nae mairi 



4*1 



THB LASSES OS GAREL. 

?bz lasses o' Carel are weel shep'fl, and bonny. 
But lie that wad win yen mun brag of liis- gear; 
bu may follow, and follow, till heart-sick and 

weary, 
To get them needs siller, and feyne claes to wear: 
hey '11 catch at a reed c woat, leyke as monie mackrel, 
And jump at a fop, or e'en lissen a full; 
ist brag of an uncle, that's got heaps of money, 
And deil a bit ods, if you've ne'er been at schuil ! 

yence follow'd Marget, the twoast amang aw maks, 

And Peg hed a red cheek, and bonny dark ee; 
ut suin as she fan I depended on labour, 

She snurl'd up her neb, and nae mair luik'd at me: 
his meks my words gud, nobbet brag o' yer uncle, 

And get a peer hawf-wit to trumpet yer praise, 
bu may catch whee you will, they'll caress ye, and 
bless ye— 

It's money, nit merit, they seek now-a-days ! 

Vol.IL y 
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I neifit followed Nelly, and thowt her an 

And she thowt me aw that a mortal si 
A rich whupper-snapper just ste.pt in at\ 

Nae words efter that passed atween Ni 
This meks my words gud, nobbet brag o 

They'll feght, ay ley ke mad cats, to ^ 
smeyle; 
And watch ye, to catch ye, now gazin' a 

They're angels to luik at, wi' hearts fu 
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THE DAYS THAT ARE GEANE. 



TuxKy-r- u The muckin* o' GcordWs tyre." 



Now, weyfe, an die day-leet lies left us, 

And drizzly sleet's 'guurin to fa', 
Let's creep owre the heartsome turf ingle, 

And laugh, the weyld winter awa' ; 
Contented, thou spins the lang e'enin', 

And I wi' my peype envy neane; 
Then \yhy sbou'd we peyne about riches— 

Let's think o' the days that are geane. 

This crazy auH chair, when I think on't, 

Nae wonder a tear blinz my ee; ' 
Twas e'en my puir fadders, God' rest him 1 

He valued this warl nit a flea : 
His maxim was, be guid, and dui guid; 

To mortal he wadna gie pain— 
My chair's mair than gilded throne to me> 

It prep'd the leel fellow that's gane. 



if* 

Thy wheel that's gien cleedin' to monie, \ 

O' mortals ay puts me i' meynd; 
The spoke now at top, is suin lowest, 

And thus it oft feres wi' mankeynd: 
The clock, clickin*, tells how Teyme passes, 

A moment hell tarry for neane; 
Contented we'll welcome to-morrow* 

Ay thankfu' for days that are geane* 

Now fifty ahwoxt pears hat flown owreu^ 

Sin furst we fill in at the fair; 
I've monie a teyme tbowt, wi* new pleasure, 

Nae weyfe cud wi' Jenny eempare : 
Tho' thy rwose has gien way to the wrinkfe, 

At changeji we mines complain; 
They're joe** whea hi age are leet-hearted, 

And momrn nit for days that are geeme. 

Our bairns are heale, hearty; and honest* 

And willinly toil thro' the year; 
Our duty we ay hae duin ti' them* 

And poverty e'en let them hear: 
Theer's Jenny hes larnin', and maimersy 

And Wully can match onie yen; 
We tought tern my guid ladder's maadni. 

And they'll blase the auld fwok, when geejae> 



>, 
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leer's ae tiling I lang, lang hae pray'd for, 

Sud tyrant Deeth teer thee away, 
nd rob me o* life's dearest treasure, 

May he gie me a eaw the seame day t 
F fworc'd to resign mjr traM lassie, 

I cuddent lang linger my leane; 
d creep to thy gteave, broken-hearted, 

Wi' thowtro^the days that are geane. 
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CAREL FAIR. 



Tuxs«— " Woo'd an married an a*. 



ft 



My neame's Jurry Jurden, frae Threlket; 

Just swat down, and lissen my sang: 
111 mappen afiword some divarsion, 

An tell ye bow monie things gang* 

Crops o' aw maks are gud; tateys lang as lapstens, an 
dry as meal Teymes are sae sae ; for the thin-chop'd* 
hawf-neak'd, trimlin beggars, flock to our house, ley )qp 
bees tot* hive: an our Cwoley bit sae monie, I just 
tuck'd him up j' th' worchet. Mudder boils tern a 
tnop o* Lunnen Duns, ivery day; an fadder gies temV 
barn to lig in. If onie be yebel to work, wey he pays 
tern reet weel. Fwok sud aw dui, as they'd be dura 
tui ; an it's naturable, to beg, rader nor starve or 
steal; efter aw the rattle ! 

Some threep, el the teymes 11 git better; 

An laugh to see onie repeyne: 
I's nae pollytishin, that's sarten, 

But Englan seems in a decleyne ! 

I ruse afwore three, tudder mwornin, 
An went owre to see Carel Fair; 
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I'd heard monie teales o' thur dandies— 
Odswinge ! bow they mek the fwok stare ! 

Thur nay-crows wear lasses stays ; an buy my Lword 
Wellinten's buits; cokert but nit snout-bandet. 
Mey sarty ! sec a laugh I gat, to see a tamer meakin 
watter on yen o' ther legs ! They're seerly murigrels, 

* hawf monkey breed ; shept for awt warl leyke wasps, 
amaw it' middle. To see them paut pauten about, 
puts me i* meyn ©' our aul gander; an if they meet 
a canny lass, they darn't turn roun to luik at ber. 
The "Tuik's Heed," an " Tir'd Spwortsman," are 
bonny seynes, but a dandy wad be far mair comical ; 
efter aw the rattle ! 

But, shaf o' sec odd trinkum-trankums ! 

Thur hawf-witted varmen bang aw: 
They'd freeten aul Nick, sud te^ meet him— 

A dandy's just fit for a show ! 

I Heist tuik a glowr 'mang the boutchers, 
An gleymt at ther lumps o* fat meat ; 

They've aw maks the gully can dive at— 
It meks peer fwok hungry to see't. 

" What d'ye buy ! what d'ye buy ?"—" Weya, bout- 
cher, wultebe out et our en oT country, suin? 
we've a famish bull, nobbet eleebera year aul ; twee 
braid-backt tips, an a bonny sew." " Nea bull, tips 
or sweyne for me !"— " Hes te got onie coves heeds 
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to sellvbomtcWp'W'W* n^j T&iw^hjifctGi* 
lies yen atop o' thy shaudersi What dye buy? 
what d'ye buy ? here's beef fit for a bishop ; mutton 
for a markiss ; lam for a lword; aw sworts for aw 
inaks; hee an low, yen an aw: nobbet sce b cmpc nce 
a pun ; efter aw the rattle V 

Wheyle peer fwok wer starin about tem, 
Up nobbles an aul chap^ a? begs***. 

Ob' wad our girt heeds o'tke naytben - 
Just set the peer €wok cm their legs ! 

> 

An odd seet I saw, 'twas t'naig market, 

Wboar aw wer as busy as bees; 
Sec lurryan, an trotten, an scamprin- 

Lord help tem ! — they're meafle up 6' lees! 

*' Try a canter, Deavie." — Whoar gat te. t' powny, 
Tim ?"—Wey at Stegshe."— " That's a blttid ineer," 
says aul Breakshe, " she was gitten by Shrimp, an 
out o' Madam Wagtail; she wan t' Kmg^s plate at 
Dongkister, tudder year."u^« Wan tbe^eev^ I" says 
yen tull him, " tou means V breydle at Kipgaurir, 
min !" — " Here's a naig ! nobbet Just nwotish his 
een ! he can see thro' a nine-inch waw. Fuiis tell 
o' fortifications ; what he hes a breest leyke a iiftifi- 
cation. Dud ye iver see yen cock sec a tail, widout 
a peppercworn ?" — u What dus te ax for em, canny 
man ?" — " Wey, he's wee! worth twenty pun ; but 
111 teake haw£"— " Twority deevils ! Ill gie thee 
twonty shillin ; efter aw the rattle !" 



nat aw trades are bad as horse-cewpew j 
They mek the best bargain they cam 
vok say, it's the seame in aw countries— 
Man leykes to- draw kelter firae man ! 

ast dfttmdem down to the Gaw Fair, . 
A. ffcoauh rough rumpes I saw; 
r Rickergeate Iwoses her chatter/ 
Sud theer be nae feghtin at aw. 

* ! what a hay-bay ! it was just leyke the battle o* 
Watterlew. Men an women, young an aid, ran firev 
-aw quarters* Theerwassecahoutm, thrustm,puahin, 
an squeezin; what they knocked down staws; an 
brak shop windows, aw to flinders. Thur leed-heedet 
whups dui muckle mischief; a sairy beggar gat a bud- 
dy nwose, an broken teeth, i' the fray. Hill-top Tom, 
an Low-gill Dick, the twea feghtin rapscallions, wer 
lnggt oft by the bealies, to my lword Mayor's offish ; 
an itfaissea into tike black whoL I whop they'll hg 
theer: fork's weel nae leyves wer lost; efteraw 
the rattle ! 

em a? them ! thur peer country hanniek, 
That slink into Carel to feght ! 
;il bin them I when free frae hard labour, 
True plishure sud be their deleyte. 

VoLH. % 
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Ther wad geapin an starm, \nang- aw roaka*-«^ 
" Aa! gfeaty fist, ElHk ! hfew's tou ?" 

" Wey, aw bais'd, an bluitert, an queerishr; ■■< 
We'll tek a drop gud mountain dew." 

" Sees te, Ellik, theer'st puir-luikin chap, et meks aw 
t' bits oVCummerkn baBets !"--"The deevil ! fye, 
Jobby, let's off frev him, for fear !"— u Here's ?er 
whillymer ; lank an lean, but cheap and clean !" .says- 
yen. " Buy a pair o' elegant shun, young gentle- 
man," cries a dandy snob, " they wer meade for Mr. 
Justice Grunt. Weages are hee, and tedder's dear - * 
but they're nobbet twelve shiltin." Then a fat chap 
wid a hammer, selt clocks, cubberts, teables, chairs; 
pots and pans, for nought at aw. What, I seed Ad- 
der talkin to t* lawyer, an gowl'd tull my een wer 
sair: but nae mischief was duin ; efter aw the rattlei 

Then peer bits o' hawf-broken fanners 

In leggins, were struttin about; 
Wer teymes gad, they'd aw become dandies— 

We'll ne'er leeve to.see that, I doubt! 

Sec screapin, an squeekin, 'mang t' fiddlers; 

I crap up the stairs, to be seer; 
But sum trottet down by the waiter, 

For deil a bit cap'rin was theer. 

What lads an lasses are far owre proud to dance, now* 
a-days. I stowtert ahint yen desat out leyke a gin- 
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gerbreed qtteen, an when I gat a gfiff at her, whee 
sud it be bttt Jenny Murthet, my aul sweatheart. 
I tried "to give her a buss, but cuddent touch her 
muzzle; for she wore yen o'thur meal-scowp bon- 
nets. She ax'd me to buy her a parryswol ; sae* we 
,( tit to the dandy shop, an I gat her- yen, forbye a 
ridiculous. Jenny'll hev a mountain o' money; an 
mey stars, she's a walloper ! Aa ! just leyke a house 
en ! As tot me, Ps nobbet a pter HUyprushen; but 
she'll be meyne, efter aw the rattle ! 

Sae we link'dg an we lau'gh'd, an we chatter'd ; 

Few husseys, leyke Jenny, yell see : 
D hed we but taen off to Gratena, 

Nin wad been sae happy as we ! 

We went thro' the big kurk, an cassel; 

An neist tuik a rammel thro' t' streets: 
What, Carel's the pleace for feyne houses, 

But monie a peer body yen meets ! 

Aye ! yen in tatters, wi' ae ee, shoutet, '* Here'st last 
speech, confession, an deein words o' Martha 
Mumps : she was hang't, for committin a reape on—'* 
Hut shap t I forgit his neame. Anudder tatterde- 
mallion says, " Come buy a full chinse Indy mus- 
lin ; nobbet sixpence hawpenny a yard !" Jenny 
bowt yen-; an it was rotten as muck. Then theer 
was bits o* things, wi' their neddys, rwoarin upt* 
lanes, " Bleng-ki-ahip cwoals V* An chaps cawin 
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^Wat-ter ! wat-ter !" it mun be that njekat* jell 
ate smawv Then they sell puzsm % gin $ what it. 
has sec a grip o' the gob, it*s leyke to meake fyokr 
shek ther heeds off. They hannel bnss.an nwotes* 
but ther'a nee siller i' CareL Sec cbeatin, stealing 
wheedlin, leejn, nroarin, swesjin, drinkip, fegfafou 
nets Fairs npwt et dew ; efter aw the rattle! 

Thro' leyfe, we he* aw maks amang uaj 

Sad changes ilk body mun share : 
To-day we're just puzzen'il wi' plishure; 

To-mworn we're bent double wi* care ! 

September 18, 1819. 
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TME WIDOWS WAIL. 



Tune,— ify the Author, 



Jfow clwosL'd fiflt ay thy cwoaL-black een,. 

That lang, lang gaz*d on me !— Oh ! Wujlyf 
An leyfeless lies that manly form, 

I ay was fain to see; my Wully ! 
■Ah ! luckless hour, thou struive for heame*. 

Last neet, 'cross Eden weyde !— Dear Wully ! 
This mworn a sthTen'd corpse brong in;-— 

It's warse than death to beyde !— Oh ! Wully ! 

m Xhe owlet hootet sair yestreen, 

An threyce the suit it fell I— Oh J Wully ! 
The teyke com leate, an bark'd aloud; 

It seem'd the deein kneel o' Wully : 
l)eep wer the snows, keen, keen my woes; 

The bairns oft cried for thee, their Wully : 
I trimlin said, " He'll suin be v here"— - 

They ne'er yence clwps'd an ee— Ohl Wully ! 
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An when I saw the thick sleet few, 

A bleezin fire I meade for Wully; 
An watch'd, an watch'd, as it grew dart, 

An I grew mair afraid for Wully : 
I thowt I hard the powney's feet, 

An ran, the voice to hear o' Wully; 
The win blew hollow, but nae sound 

My sinHn heart did cheer— Oh ! Wully ! 

The clock struck yen, the clock struck twee, 

The clock struck three, at four, nae Wully; 
I hard, wi' joy, the powney's feet, 

An thowt my cares were owre for Wully: 
The powney neigh'd, but thou was lost; 

I sank upon the ground, for Wully; 
Suin, where I lay, appear*d thy ghost, 

An whisper'd, thou wert drown'd— Oh! Wully* 

The muin was up, in vain I sowt 

The stiffen'd corpse o' theyne, lost Wully ! • 
'Twill suin, suin mingle wi' the dust, 

An nar it, sae wull meyne— Oh ! Wully ! 
Gang, dry your tears, my bairns five ! 

Gang, dry your tears o' sorrow, dearies ! 
Your fodder's cares are at an en, 

An sae may ours, to-morrow, dearies I 
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LUCY GRAY, Of ALLENfcALfc. 

Say, Have 70a seen the blushing roee> 
The blooming |rak, or 1% prte ? 

Fairer than any flow'r that blows, 
Was Lucy Cray, of Aftaftdale. 

Pensive** eve, down by the born, 
Where oft the maid they us'd to hail, 

The shepherds now ate heard to aonra, 
For Lucy Gray, of Allendale. 

With her to join the sportive daaee, 
Far feat* t strayM o-'er hill and vale, 

Then pfoas*d, each rustic stole a gkace 
At Lucy Gray, of Allendale. 

I sighing view yott hawthorn shade, 
Where first I told a loves's tale; 

For now low lies the matchless maid, 
Sweet Lucy Gray, of Allendale, 

Vol. II. A A 
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I cannot toil, and seldom sleep; 

My parents wonder what I ail : 
While others rest, I wake and weep, 

For Lucy Gray, of Allendale. 

A load of grief preys on my breast, 
In cottage, or in darken'd vale;— 

Come, welcome death ! O, let me rest 
Near Lucy Gray, of Allendale I 
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THE MOUNTAIN BOY. (g) 

"Shepherd lad, thinly clad, leave these Md& 
mountains, 

Fly to the town and its pleasures with me; 
There lofty buildings and grandeur Surround us, 4 

There gay-deek'd gentle-folk proud thou wilt see: 
What are thy comforts, where tempests loud howling; 

Threaten thy thin flocks that shelter hate none? 
Where is thy dwelling, boy? house is not near us; 

Leave these wilds, shepherd lad* with me begone!" 

" Traveller, weel clad, ye eanna entice me; 
Thir mountains o' hether to me are sae dear; 
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[ heed na the snell blast that maks ye aw tremble; 

Nae grandeur I covet, nae poverty fear: 
[n yon clay built cottage, site Magoy, my mither, 

A twinin' grey plaidin' for mither and I; 
Dur coarse fare is wholesome— we ay rest contented— 

What mair can the walth o' the proud city buy?" 

" Shepherd lad, nature's child, quit not thy moun- 
tains; 

Woe be to him who would lure thee from "home! 
The flocks rejoice at thy voice— thou art contented— 

In Tain to proud cities for this man may roam : 
Rosy health paints thy cheek— hard? art thou and free, 

No lux'ry tempts thee, nor trinkets of pride; 
Lore of fond parents and home fills that bare breast ; 

And, oh ! may simplicity still be thy guide 1" 

" Traveller, gentle, creep into yon smoky hut, 
Taste our milk, oat-cake, and cleanly Scotch fare; 

Mither 's ay glad when she welcomes a stranger; 
A drap o' heri whiskey she's ay proud to spare.— 

Tweed ! guxd dog I hie away 1 lammies ill beat the 
blast, i 
Up Craigenyelder ', and stormy DrwmhcJc .'— * 

Health on your journey, Sir ! Guidness watch o'er ye ! 

* 

Tho' wild arethir grey hills, they 're a^dear to Jock ! m 
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TuKI*— " Ixxh Erroch Sub* 



Mary! when the wild wind blow*, 
And blasts the beauties o' the rose; 
Thy coming fate to me it shews, 

And I oGiiM weep £xr Mary* 
Aft ha* the Uossosi declc'd the free* 
Sin first thy giaocw taB"frin ee 
Confest a wee bit luive for we, 

And I was smit wf Mary. 

O Maryi I hae loe'd thee lang; 
Thou'rt ay the burthen e' my tang; 
For day or night, where'er I gaog, 

I dunk?' nought but Mary* 
When sleep seals up my wearied ee, 
In drew* $W imgel form I see; 
And iaibnd raptum, say to thee, 

Q, dinna leave me, Mary I 
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Mary \ wheat the wsj&'s 
And poverty thraws me behind, 

1 & y c*n cheer my di^piug mind 
Wi' thoughts a' thee, tweet Mary ; 

For were f sick* and like to die, 
Thy witching smile wad comfort me; 
then, come what will, my wish shall be 
Fox happiness to Mary * 
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THE FARMEE'S WELCOME HOME. 



Tuxy^-Ja^ thtA&m^ 



X)o you knew what k is makes roe whistle and sing, 

As J hrush the bright dews away f 
Do you know what it is makes me tiBshe as a king, 

As I toil in the fields all day r 
If you don't, why 111 teH yon the cause of my joys; 

When the grey hour of Eremag's came, 
Tis the ttanghts of ray rewMkc'd 

Who welcome their father hame. 
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On ent'ring, I'm quickly surrounded by all; «• ■• ■ 

The youngest climbs up to my knee; 
Tom sings a new song; Bess shows me her doll; 

And Hannah brings food for me. 
My wife turns her wheel; we cheerfully talk, 

Nor fret about evils to come; * 
I taste joys* unknown to your gouty great folk—" 

Rosy health bids me welcome home ! 

My children I teacl} to pray and to read, 

To do good, honour priest and the squire; 
If my farm be but small, we no luxuries need. 

It serves us; no more we desire ! 
I kill my own mutton; my wife brews good ale; 

From my fields I have no wish to roam, 
Except to the market, and then I ne'er fail 

To meet a blithe welcome home. 

Jlannah reads in her bible, ere we go to jest; 

The youngest lisps o'er her pray'rs; 
% I rise when the lark quits his- cold dewy nest. 

And leave them to sleep away cares: 
Tho' little we boast, others' wants we supply— 

If we see a poor beggarman roam, 
VVe do as all should do, as they'd be done by, 

We give him a welcome home* 
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Ul taxes and tythes I most cheerfully pay-* ' 

For the lawyer I care not a pin ! 
> a8sers by from the town tell the news of the day, 

And if thirsty, find plenty within; 
Ul neighbours I serve; to do good is my text; 

And when life's closing day shall come, 
>11 this world quit with pleasure, and hope in the 
next, 

To meet a good welcome home ! 



THE OUTCAST MOTHER. 

Th& wind blew loud, the night was dark, 

And heavy fell the rain," > 
Alien on the moor a hapless fair, 

Aloud did thus complain : 
r Oh ! do not, do not weep, my sweet ! 

I cannot shelter thee ! 
Sleep, sleep, my little baby boy, 

There is no sleep fbr me ! 

f Alas ! no cottage lends its light, 
To guide us on our way ! * ~ ■ 

II house, or home, love, we have none; 
This is our home till day : 
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Yes! #o are doom'd to "bear tbe itottt, 

Far, fkr from bush or tree; 
But I would heed no angry blast* 

Were it not, boy, for tlwe ! 

" Dear cause of all my sufferings 

Poor living mark df shame r 
My heart was spotless, as is thine, 

Until thy father came: 
Love was, alas ! my only crime, 

Yes, baby boy, Hke thee, 
1 late was innocence itself, . 

Now there's no rest for mel 

i 

" I by my parent am desptitf, 

And friend I know not one} 
He who shou'd our protector te* 

Far, far away is gone: 
He flatter'd, ruin'd, left me 

To want and misery- 
Sweet baby boy, cling to my breast, 

I fain would comfort thee ! 

« O did my father hear thy oiee, 

Methinks we yet might live; 
And may that Pow'r who guides the stdhH, 

His cruelty forgive ! 
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I late bis only darling wis, 

And he was kind to me;—» 
Ah ! little flunk's* thoo, weeping boy, 

What I've endued for thee I 

** Tho* little do we need, ctil*, 

None will our wants supply; 
Thy mother oft has fed the poor. 

But soon for want must die: 
The world, alas ! if fitifess; 

There is no charity ; 
O do not weep so, baby, boy ! 

I cannot shelter thee ! 

" O rise, thou Arm ofb of flight, 

A mourner's breast to cheer; 
And in some out-house we may rest, 

Tillmorning shall appear! 
—Ah I dost thou at the lightning start ? 

Cling closer, love, to me ! 
No storm, no lightning I would dread, 

Wete h not, boy>6*.tfceeJ 

n How cold, cold are thy little feet, 
Poor trembUng child of woe! 

Vol a »» 
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But colder by thy mother's iide, 
Thou soon wilt be kid low: 

Death will ere morn our sorrows end, 
And rest give thee and me ! 

— O weep no more, my baby boy, 
I cannot comfort theel 

" I feel the welcome pangs of death, 

And giddy turns my brain;— 
O God of mercy, hear my pray'r, 

Nor let me ask in vain ! 
Forgive the errors of my life, 

My only hope's in thee ! 
—One kiss, my babe !— Alas ! I die ! 

Soon, soon thou'lt rest with me!" 



BRITONS, UNITED, THE WORLD TKAY 

WRITTEN DURING A THREATENED INVASK 

i. ' - • ' 

Ye sons of the brave, who erst conquered at 
And the war-bolts of vengeance on nati 
hurl'd, 

Whose heroes triumphant, encircled with gL 
To stem proud oppression, the sails oft un 
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Rise, rise! now' 'the! war-whoop o'er 
souodini?. 

And this be your song, let us conquer or die ! 
beware of fell faction, and conquest awaits you, 

For Britons, united, the world may defy. 

* 
Vherc, where is the bosom that beats not with ardour, 

To meet the invaders who threaten our coast ? 
Vhere, where is the arm that would not strike 

. with fory, 

To hurl to destruction a tyrannic host ? 
Vvaunt, ye pale cowards, who shrink at the danger! 

'Tis the boast of the vjrtiibus thehrcoimtry tosave; 
four children shall blush for their terror-struck 

lathers 

« « 

While Freedom shall weep o'er the tombs of the 
brave! 

Shall a pigmy usurper whose laurels are blighted, 

Who scorns, the Creator, and laughs at his pow'r, 
hall a horde of assassins long stain'd with foul 

slaughter, 
Forge chains for a Briton ? No ! welcome the 

hour, • 
IThen Gallia's proud vassals, by bombast deluded, ' 
Shall dare to the conflict of nations the pride! • 
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^InTamonthewhiteclif&of Albion we Wait then, |Wi 
The blood of their wamorsshaUcrinison the tide! II 

Ira 

Hemember our fathers, who fell on the scaffold, 
And purchase with blood, what we boldly dire 

claim; 
Bemember proud Spain, and her long* wept Armad* 
Then prove to the world, Britons itiU are the wine! 

Br the dear ties of nature! by beauty's soft graces* 
By freedom! by justice! well conquer or die! 

And vengeance shall blast the dark foes of their 
country, 
F«r Britons, united, the world may defy! 



THE EVENING WALK. 



TvVEr— li Chtld niftd and fop hew? yta\" 

The Sun has taen his ftroweel blink; 

The ploughman quits his usefu' toil; 
Come, Jean, let's leave the noisy town, 

And watch dame nature's evening smile: 
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Wi' health well sport on Eden's banks, 

In love, like oar first parents, blest; 
For dearer is my Jean to me, 

Than a 9 the wakh o' east or west! 

The linnet lo'es the whitetfd thorn; 

The thrush sings fine the willow tree; 
The lark has sought the rising corn; 

And hameward winds the busy bee: 
The scaly tribe, in stream or pool, 

Feed fearless o' their artfu' fbe; 
These trembling shun the haunts o* man, 

And lire by nature's simple law. 

The darkning dells, Ithe fMfag fells, 

The bleating flocks, the ruddy farm, 
The tinkling streams, the gentle gales, 

Let these thy youthfu' fancy charm; 
And think how soon stern Winter's frown 

Will strip the meadow, bank, and tree; 
The present hours are only ours, 

Then share these rural joys wi 9 me ! 

Far frae the town, and a' its cares,. 

The shafts o' slander well defy; 
Dear virtuous lore shall be our theme, 

That ay delighteth thee and I : 
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And as we pass some lowly died, 

And mark a cheerfu' rustic scene, 
Oft will I wish that cot were mine, 

Wou'd'st thou but share it wi' me, JetnJ 

Well stray unseen by tell-tale een, 

And trace the glen, and silent grove; 
Whilst high abuin, the silver muin 

Shall witness be to my fond love: J 

Then taste o' pleasure, in thy prime, 

Youth quickly flies, ne'er to return; 
And when age wrinkles thy sweet face, 

Think, wi' a smile, o' life's fair morn? _ 



MAD MARGERY. 



Poor Margery sits on the shore by the willow; 

Pale and woe-worn her looks, for distracted is she; 
To the winds she complains, and chides each foam- 
ing billow, 
And oft is the sea-weed poor Margery's pillow, 

Whose treasure's entomb'd in the sea. 

Poor Margery lov'd, and a youth mote enchanting 
Ne'er woo'd a fair maiden, or sail'd the salt wave;' 
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Their bliss to complete but a few yean were wanting, 
Fir'd by glory, he left her, his tender heart panting, 
But soon found a watery grave. 

Poor Margery long watch'd her lover's returning, 
Oft fond expectation the ship brought in view; 
Peace at length wav'd her olive, with pain'd bosom 

burning, 
She heard the sad tidings that chang'd hope to 
mourning, 
How his loss was bewail'd by the crew. 

1 " ■ - 
Now faded's the face many a rustic calTd pretty; 

Sun-burnt are her cheeks, sunk and languid her 

To the loud-screaming sea-bird she sings her wild 

ditty, 
Put shuns ev'ry stranger, or laughs at their pity, 
And. weeps, when a vessel she spies. 

At her' breast hangs the token of love, giv'n at 
parting, 

Which daily she washes with love's painful tears; 
Now vacantly gazing, now frantic upstarting, 
Remembrance across her disordered brain darting, 

The voice of her lover she hears. 
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No more must the morning awake her to gladnes; 
No more her torn bosom can harbour sweet peace. 
Ah, poor luckless maiden ! abandon'd to sadness 
He who rides on the wind can alone heal thy mad- 



i 



And bid all thy sorrowings 



THE CAPTURE OF THE CHESAPEAKE. (10) 

Columbia's rain sons, long deluded by France, 

Have dar'd to the conflict the lords of the main; 
Britannia, insulted, cried, " Warriors advance ! 

Ah! let not the shades of your fethers complain r 
This call made their shores echo loudly our cannon, 

For Broke led the band, and the word was, 
« be free!** 
Then while by the Chesapeake, or by the Shannon* 

The ocean's supplied, we the rulers will he ! 

Old Neptune enraged, when he heard what W0 
plann'd 
By upstarts, unknown in the annals of fame, 
Bade his sons of the yraves match their brethren on 
land, 
Nor let one dark record e'er sully the name; 
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Soon one sought their shore, struck the young states 

with wonder, 

He'd prove Britons firm as their own native oak; 

And scarce the proud foe heard the sound of our 

thunder, 

Till Britons struck home, led the way by a Broke ! 

Long, long such great deeds may posterity boast! 

Long, long be such themes the delight of each 
Bard! 
fie grateful to those who protect our white coast— 

The love of his country's the hero's reward ! 
While a Broke leads our tars, and loud echoes their 
thunder, 

No laws foreign tyrants to Britons shall give; 
Our deeds, as of old, shall strike Europe with wonder, 

And free as the air on our mountains we'll live ! 
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NEGRO AFFECTION. 

Poor Zeila on wide water gaze, 
Where white man tear her love away; 

In vain she to poor Oran prays; 
In vain she call the ship to stay. 

Back to her hut can Zeila go? 

From Oran dear how can she deep? 
When Zeila breast swell big wid woe, 

» 

When Zeila eye do nought but weep. 

Rise, Sun of Morn ! but give no light 
To cruel man who him enslave ! 

Poor Oran pine, far, far from sight, 
Or now lie dead below cold wave. 

But if him live, him see no more 
The big tear drop from Zeila 9 eye; 

Then where white man poor Oran tore, 
111 sit me down, and soon will die. 
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THE DEATH OF CKAZY JANE. 



Set to mutkbyMr. Jfto*. 



*Twas at the hour when night retreating, 

Bade the icreech-owl seek "bis nest; 
Cloomy vapours alow were fleeting, 

Morning glimmered in the east : 
On the heath, her wild woes telling, 

To the winds, and beating rain, 
CeH, ui«M^a,^,« M AseUhlg; 

Trembling sat poor Crazy Jank. 

"Ah!" shecped* € \ye-wtmm*Dwni>me, 

Witnesses of Henrys art; 
Witnesses he faithjul fimnd xae, 

How he broke this tender beart: 
Go, ye wild winds, -try to mow him ! 

Bid him he^l this heart again; 
Did he blow how mueh I lam him, 

He would pity Cbazy Jane. 
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" Henry comes ; I tee him yonder, 
Dart like lightning o'er the heath ! 

Ah ! no ! no 1 my senses wander- 
Since he comes not, welcome death !" 

Fainting, on the earth she laid her; 
Soon, in pity to her pain, 

Death, where love had first betray'd her, 
Gave relief to Crazy Jans. 



MARY. 



Turns,-*" ifi* Fa**** FarmeU to Rmtf* 



I've known my share o' warldly care, 

And poverty is ay toy lot; 
But, Mary, when on thee I gaae, 

Dull care and puirtith are forgot : 
Thou art the sweet'ner o' my life; 

Thou art Golconda's wealth to me; 
And by thy bosom, pure as white/ 

111 love thee, Mary, till I die ! 
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O, were we on some desert Isle, 

Where human foot ne'er trod before, 
Afy arms shou'd be thy couch a' day, 

And I wou'd gaze, and love thee more ! 
I'd shield thee fine ilk angry blast, 

Thou dearest gem on earth to me ! 
for by thy speaking een, I swear, 

To love thee, Mary , till I die ! 

The lavrock hails the rising morn; 

The gowdspink loes the thorny spray; 
The cushat coos within the wood; 

The plover seeks the pasture grey: 
I envy these what these enjoy, 

But hope ne'er wares a smile on me; 
I hug the chain that gies me pain, 

For I maun love thee, till I die! 
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Tho' seldom I boast of a dainty, 
Yet mine man, or bird shall ay abate. 

* • 

/ . ... 

Now five years are by-gane, Bed Robin, 

Sin' first thou cam tremblin' to me; 
Alas! how I'm chang'd, little Robin, 

Sin' first I bade welcome to thee ! 
I then had a bonny wee lassie) 

Awa' wi' anither she's gane: 
Then friens daily ca'd at my .cabin, 

Now, dowie I seegh aw my lane. 

Wi' pleasure I view thee, Red Robin, 

Yet gase wi' a pitying ee; 
Thy luik seems to say, like o'er monie, 

O' hunger puir Robin maun die ! 
To think o' thy fate, houseless namesake, 

Just brings to mind what I maun bear; 
I meet wi' fause teens in ilk comer, 

And bow to the warl in despair. 

Tho' sweet are thy wild notes, Red Robin, 
They draw monie a tear frae my ee; 

They ca f to my mind youthfu' pleasures, 
When Mary sang sweetly to me : 

But pleasure ail gies way to sorrow, 
And pleasure leads millions to pain; 
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^ hope ixa^ delights can I borrow, 
Life'* comforts I wish far in vain* 

where is thy sweetheart, Red Robin, 
Gae bring her fine house~$ap or tree; 
1 bid her be true to sweet Robin, 
For fause was a lassie to me : 
mil share, eVry crunch i' my cabin ; . 
We'll sing the wild winter away ; 
ffinna deceive ye, pair birdies, 
Let mortals use me as they may ! 



ORPHAN BESS. 



to Music by Mr. Hook, and tung by Mitt Leak^brfbre the 
Royal Family, at Unify Lane Theatric* 



poor helpless wand'rer, the wide world before me, 
When the harsh din of war fore'd a parent to roam ; 
ith no friend, save kind Heav'n, to protect and 

Watch o'er me; 
I a child of affliction was robb'd of a hornet 

VoLII. DD 
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And thus, wkh * s^b, i a^t^ea^ stager, 

O look with-^tfsttio*^^^ 
Your mite may relieve her from each threat'ning 
danger, 

And thertrV t0utf#|ifc!jr -cih ioiWiemer^ffil&ess! 



To the rich, by wbdnV 4 u (toe's Wo #nen ^ite^Kfefed, 

I tell my ssd story /a»l****e &el* relief; 
But wealth seHomfeefe'lbr a Wretch Bn^lrottcGi^ 

Tis poverty only partakes ofher gtltf ! 
Ah! little they «bil&, th*t the 06l*B*tt4s 4fa? 
squander, 

On the play-things of fcHyyand fripp'ries of dress, J' 
Would relieve the keen wants of the wretched who 
wander, 

Whilst tbesoft'te^^pitywou^ sooth thekdistr^ 

ThdVher«&t>fea€hcom&^ 

Since start Is 4sfifo journey, ^b vain to lament; 
And He who still marksthedeep sigh ofkeen anguish, 

Hath plac'd in this bosom the jewel content. 
Then, ye wealthy, to-day, think, ah! rhrrik, ere to- 
morrow, 

The frowns tif misfortune up<m you inay 'press; 
And turn not away from a poor orphan's sorrow; 

When (he soft' tear ot pity can sooth her distress! 



SAMOA*, -SAfto 



and glory, 
Ma-Aft How rkinAOTi Diabf, Kffinghiwi. mifl 

Drake, 

Booke, Rodney, Eussel, Raleigh, Benbow, and 

Hardy, Keppel, Parker, Vernon, l^nejjfelt, 
and, Blake:. 
High on the lists of feme your deeds, s^al^ lpg re* 

Protectors of old Albion, your envied hajgnj^Isle, 

Bui. now-Bntannia. ■■cli^o fj^nm nfl • and mnirn ai a 

i* Jv TFT"* nrf y? ^-f i TicinssiiiMp/ w? ^wfwro 

For fell'n is gallant Nelson, the Heroq^hfeNile. 



Soon as the fetal bullet laid low this pride^q^^igtain, 

* MfiDtunfi AftfA- Via boaiar 1«t»1r«- anA Ai»tolrtt rw<w 
- TJ**TTHT W WTOTTT .LIP9V ■ 4MKI »•* TIHft ^fTWWWw* 

claim'd his grief; 

seamen bore him, 
Each British tar shed tears for their long-lov'd 
matchless chief: 
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Tho* won they struck; and strike they must, while 
freedom warms a Briton, 
And commerce, arts, and industry make blest oar 
far-ftm'd Isle, 
Yet dear-bought is the victory when bleeds a na- 
tion's warrior* 
And long will future ages mourn the Hero of 
the Nik! 
■• 
To the scourges of mankind, the oppressor s of their 

country, 
, let pride rear the column, bust, and splendid 

works of art; 
Our great immortal Nelson, still, still in quest of 

Has left a lasting monument in ev'ryBritish heartf 
And while a vaunting enemy shall threaten us with 
slavery, 

Our tars for their country will meet death with 

• • • » » • ■ . ,• » .- f ,.. . ^ 

a smile; 
Revenge will nerve each arm, whene'er they think 
of hi> bravery, 
Who fdl our nations glory, the Hero of the Nik! 
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TEDDY M'FANE. 



TUKE,— ." Cairngorm Mountains." 



Potatoes bow blossom, and gladness pre vails, 
The birds chaunt their love-songs throughout the 

green dales; 
But dull as an owl, I sit sighing all day; 
Och! what lass can be merry, now Teddy's away> 
Was it gold?— No ! not gold eou'd e'er force him 

to roam; 
He'd a grunter, a cow, aye and whiskey at home; 
And the love of the lasses might well make him vain, 
Tho' dearest was Judy to Teddy M'Fane ! 

I steal to his cabin, blind Darby to see; 
He cries, u Arra, Judy 1 our Ted's far frae thee ! 
He wou'd walk to England, his fortune to make, * 
Wid a hod, or in bay-field; och! 'twas for thy sake P 
I snatch up the pipes, the dear pipes of my Ted, 
And kiss them, and weep, for the music's all fled; 
Ne'er a boy in Kilkenny ceu'd finger a strain, ' ' 
Or foot it away, like young Teddy M'Fane ! 
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At mom or at eve, when I milk our one 001 
I sing, " Cruel Tqdcjy.! coine to inj^boy, d< 
From your own red-hair 'd Judy, och ! hoi 

you part? 
Some duche* wift.be, ajfcej: #ej#n£ jpraj; he* 
My old mother scolds in. thg corner, all day, 
Calls my cheeks white as linen* and fait, well s 
For ttayfr* Maw&ity ?«tf tMBJ0E%tif%q 

therein**. 
Arra! blow ye winds, bring to me IfctiF'N 



BEGGAR WILLYS LAMWC&. 



Tctnb, — By the Author. 



The Norlan ; Vks* bkV<to tift*, IjjJJ* 

A»d d§y>'| last, chearife' glimpse. i*gpno; 
AlajkeJ wbafcwae&mjF l?o«w»fiiJL 

.Fteham* o» shelte* 1 ha&naafi 1 
Before m* tie* the trackless mu*r» 

Wi' monie a dang'rous urceath o' sue'; 
God onljE kens what I endure, 

Now night her custain, draiya rie* a% 



Tie wale o' pleast»8s«afce mtekilm, 

And blithe Vtw^rit'lffe^s ^^ou«4noni; 
tat age a^ ftii>^h"iidw ftoabiiie, 

To point meHdutilk«foftefatt»fn: 
"he walthy drive me 'frfte *he#lt&; 

The puir htit fttfle can bestow; 
Jut I maunbefcr the ftW [ ffefe, 

Till death shallend feailh «mttft ^and W3* 

. had a wife, hut she^s nae jnair; 

I had a son, his father's pride; 
' had a cot, where ne'er ance care 

Durst seat him By our ingle side: 
Rethinks I see my Johnny's smile; 

My age's hfde delight was he ! 
But wae betide the press-gang, vile, 

Wha forc'd the prop o' life frae me ! 

•Ve cheerfu* tofffi, ^wi* nought to tear, 
ftri' l ne&ors, a*, to baith were'ldiid; 
4y dim ee draps a palnfu'tear, 
IrTum tha*e litest days I ca* to mind 1 
es ! monie weel-lo'ed friens I fan, 
Wha pass me now unheeded ^by; 
*en ^wee things mock the helpless -maty 
An' weary 6' fe%afl'*m-r! 
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Full fourscore Winter* I hae seen, 

An' this may be aujd Willy's last: 
But he wha ha^es a thought that's mean, 

Shou'd ne'er repine at what is past. 
The angry storm comes howling forth; 

111 seat me 'neath this leafless tree; 
An' He wha rules the heaVn an' earth, 

May comfort hae in store for roe ! 
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SUMMER. 



TuXE,— " When the trees ore aU hare." 
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Now the gay smiles of Summer enliven each scene, 

And light ig the breeze of the morn ; 
Hills and meadows are cloth'd in their livery of green, 

And the blossoms the hedge-rows adorn : 
Panting herds seek the stream, and the flocks court 

the vale, 

• *»■■■-. 

While songsters enliven each spray; 
And the laugh of the rustic is borne on each gale, 
As with labour he cheats the long day. F 
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In this season, 'tis sweet, now when all is in bloom, 

The town and its follies to leave; 
And enjoy the pure breese, or rich meadow's perfume, 

Where nature ne'er smiles to deceive: 
When at eve,, tir'd with labour, the bee seeks his cell, 

A type of industry to. man ; 
And as Sol's parting beams tinge the mountain and 
dell, 

Fondly mail: the Creator's great plan. 

While around as enrsptur'd with nrdour we gaze, 

Delighted each prospect to T?ew, 
Let ns think how soon manhood like Summer decays, 

But no mortal die past £an renew : 
Then hpwe'er on life's journey its troubk**<"e stare, 

Let no pleasures the bosom beguile. 
Since 'tis wise to look forward, and dpily, prepare 

To give .welcome to death, wigi $ snril*. 
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JINGLE THE GLASSES. 



Tuxe,—" The bragrie oV." 



Come, Tom, let us jingle the glasses, lad, 
And bumper the dear witchin' lasses, lad; 
What tho' we baith be puir, 
Well kick care behind the duir, 
And laugh at all dull thinkin' asses, lad ! 

O had we been bora to great plenty, lad, 
And of houses cou'd reckon'd up some twenty, la 
The warl wou'd beck'd and bow'd, 
But well bend not 'to the proud; 
For guid-fellowship thro' life's the greatest, dain 
lad! 

Tho* the wise and the wealthy may jeer us, lad, 
We've ae comfort, nae hirelings need fear us, hu 
Were my back without a coat, 
And my purse without a groat, 
Haith, I wadna change wi' thousands we see i 
us, lad! 
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When we think o' the pleasures we hae tasted, lad, 
Shall we number the happy days as wasted, lad? 

No !— *Tho' youth's play be past, v 

And auld age is postin' fast, 
By sorrow let no future joys be blasted, lad! 

If on decency's laws we ne'er trample, lad, 
But of virtue ay shew an honest sample, lad, 

A fig for a' the rules, 

And the pedantry o' fools-! 
Wha the deil can say we set a bad example, lad ! 

Then, Tom, let us jingle the glasses, lad, 
And laugh at half the warl, silly asses, lad ! 

May we ay hae a friend, 

And a saxpence to spend, 
And a spare hour to sport wi' the lasses, lad ! 



THE MANIAC. 



Yes, the maid I remember, who traversed the wild, 
And sung her sad song near the old wither'd thorn ; 

From her look, she e'en seem'd sorrow's fav'rite child, 
And a heart-rending burthen long time she had 
borne. 



\ 
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* Man, base deceiver 1 eojile noTrtefcr me I 
Ye artless maidens, do not fear me ! 
Heed not men'* vow*; avoid their, wiles; 
Oft sorrow lurks beneath love's smiles; 
But bush ! the salt tear bums my cheek— 
Ah! wounded heart, when wilt thou break? 1 

Thus far she disclos'd, but by whoe'er undone, 

Or her name, not a sagevillage matron cou'd tnu 

StiU the town and itetirong she wasteful to shi 

But the traveler, with pity, wou'd gaze on her & 

Each offer'd mite with scorn refusing ; 

Now mild her looks> now reason losing; 

Now she'd laugh, now heave a sigh; 

Now chide the birds that near her fly; 

Now fancy wild flow'r&round her grow; 

And many a wreath she'd twine of straw. 

The loud storm of winter isg te keen o'er the wi 

When the corse of the poor shrivell'd Maniac ' 

found; 

Ah ! why not, ye wealthy, preserve sorrow's ch 

Compassion might heal many a waad'rer's <3 

wound ! 
f No rude stone marks her narrow dwelling; 
Perhaps once thought each maid excelling; 
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She wish'd the stranger but to know, 
Love was the source of all her woe: 
How cautious still shou'd. be the fair; 
Love leads to bliss— love leads to care* 



THE WILD ROSE. 

The wild Rose is a beanie nWx, 

When wat wi' raornin' dew; 
It ca's to mind the fair I prise, 

But, ah ! she prov'd untrue ! 
Her look a captive made my heart; 

She bound me wi* luive's -chain: 
Yet I may taste o' liberty, 

Ere Roses M^mhw asraisu 

111 pou the wild Rose, Flora's pride, 

And tear ilk thorn away; 
Then gie it to the lass I lo'e* 

She'll see it suin decay : 
At sic a sight she may relent* 

And ease me o' luive** pain; 
If sae, 111 thank ye, Roses wild, 

When first ye bioom again 1 £ 
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TO MARY. 

Exil'd frae thee, and ilka mead, 
Where first I tun'd the rustic reed, 
Still fancy's aid I dare to crave; 
Still bend to love a willing slave. 
While others court life's gaudy crew, 
To empty grandeur fain to bow, 
The town nae mair can pleasure giej 
My thoughts are centered a' in thee. 

How monie a Spring hath deck'd the vaks, 
And pour'd the fragrance on the gales, 
Sin* first by Sol's departing beam, 
Midst Eden's bow'rs, love was our theme: 
Ah ! hours o' bliss, to mem'ry dear ! 
Ye prompt reflection's painfu' tear: 
Dear scenes ! around ye brighter bloom, 
And will, till summon'd to the tomb! ' 

When Simmer wi' her smilin' train, 
Gars a' rejoice o'er hill and plain, 
I see thy face in il£a flow'r, 
And hear thy voice in monie a bow'r. 
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When Boreas wi' a thousand storms 
The face o* nature quick deforms, 
1 tune my pipe to love and thee, 
Till aft atear-drap swells my ee. 

- If musin' thro' the fields I stray, 
Thou'rt ay my theme the lee-lang day; 
And when the stars o* night appear. 
The thoughts o' thee my bosom cheer: 
In dreams I see thy matchless face, 

Enraptur'd wi' ilk magic grace; 

Thus day or night, thy charms impart 

The dearest bliss that warms my heart. 

Thy love is a' I ask on earth; 
It gies to ilka pleasure birth; 
Life's ills it maks me patient bear, 
Quite reckless o the thorn o' care. 
IJope, wha sae aft fond man beguiles, 
Vet whispers wi' bewitchin' smiles, 
Tho' friendships fade, in life's decline, 
Lcmg-wish'd-for joys may soon be mine ! 



I 
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EVENING. 

How sweet 'tis to rove at the close of ihe day, 

O'er daisy-clad meads, by a soft murm'ring rill, 
When the thrush from the brake pours his evening 
love lay, 

And Sol's parting beams tinge the furae-roverM 
hill; 
When the rustic's loud laugh* tells a heart void of care. 

With the maid of his bosom delighted to roam; 
When eager the joys of his cottage to share. 

The labourer wearied, thinks long for his home* 

Now wrapt up in mist is the mountain's steep brow; 

No longer the din of the village is heard; 
Now lost is the landscape, late beauteous to view; 

No sound strikes the ear, saveone sorrowful bird: 
*Tis the partridge's wail, for his far-distant mate— 

Let man learn affection from each feather'd pair, 
And reflect on the days he has spent, ere too late; 

Still thankful, midst sorrows, for blessings that 
were. 

In life's* rosy mom, full of frolic and joy, 
Light-hearted, in quest of new pleasures we tj> 
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Till noon brings its cares, many a hope to destroy* 
And the thoughts a£ the past will oft force a deep 
sigh: 

Eve steals on apace, and oft finds us in tears, 
For in friendship, in lore, constant changes we see ; 

Each wound of the heart deeper grows with our years, 
And the evening of life's seldom tranquil x>r free. 



TO NANNY. (12) 



M ' >!■ 



TuNEr— ** CremiyS 



W, Nanny, in thy fifteenth year, 

Tak tent, an' Hsten my advice; 
W thou canst boast nae lands or gear, 

Yet thou'lt hae wooers in a trice. 
>ut O, be wary ! now's the time, 

When luive larks in thy glancm e*e; 
*r thou'lt sup sorrow, ere thy prime, 

For man's a wretch, unknown to thee ! 

t bonnier lip ne'er wan a heart— 
A brighter e'e ne'er shot due thro* 

VoL II. FF 
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Thy cheek may match the fairest flow'r> , 
That ever drank the e'ening dew: 
Yet, be thou wary ! &a 

. Let not puir Robin's humble praise 

Lift thee o'er high; the truth he'll tell: 
Sham fa' the loon, whase rhyinin' phrase . 
Maks onie lass forget hersel ! ' . 

Still be thou wary ! &c 

Like bees aroun a hinny flow'r, 

They'll buz about thee, grin, and sing; 

But never let them steal thy sweets, 
Lest afF they fly, an' leave a sting. 
O lass, be wary I &c 

■»..-,,.- 
Sin' smoothest water's deepest found, 

Ay shun the slee pretenjiin' chielj 

For he whase heart but harbours guile, . ., .-. 

Deserves a match wou'd match the Deil ! 

Then, O be wary ! &c 

t' 

- * * ' 

Nor listen to the snivelin' foil, ... 

Wha raves "bout lightning, flames, and darts; 
Sic trash is learn'd in onie schuil, 

An' aft has broke the best o' hearts ! 
Be wary, Nanny ! &c. 
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luet simple nature be thy guide: 

Ay seek an honest heart to win; 
An' be the lad no' worth a groat, . 

Tak courage, lass! the warl begin f 
But, O be wary t now's the time, 

When luive lurks in thy coal-blade e*e; 
Or thoult sup sorrow, ere thy prime, 

For man's a wretch, unknown to thee I 



r * 



THE SHIP-WRECKED SEA-BOY. 



TuxEf-." The humours qfGkiu 9 



'Tis night— all around me the chill blast is howling; 
Hie harsh-screaming sea-bird now scar'd hovers 
nigh; 
The voice of great Hkav'n in loud thunder is rolling: 

Alas ! nor for shelter, nor rest can I fly ! 
1 mark by the lightning's blue gleam the wreck 
floating, 
Of her that long triumph'd o'er each threat'ning 
wavef 
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I, time, to this iock» 'eeap'd the laefrileasaeeati, 
While comrades, more blest,found a watery grave! 

Move hies} ! Tis not so 1 If uapitied I perish, 
To me, some few hours for reflection are gi^n* 

A hope for the .grey dawn of morning 111 cherish; 
We ne'er should arraign the decrees iff Josr 

How stilTd seems the tempest F— Yon beauteous 
moon rising, 
111 gaze on, awhile, my sunk spirits to efaca r w' 4 

That sound I was it human ?«-^*gani hark ! uHB 

• coming! -v. • . ::-;r^ 

Ah me !— the wild half-femiih'd wolf I hot keafl 

My father, grown 'old !^-»y ^rffectioiiate matteO 
Youll took for poor Heicry, but loogwafclin 

My sister! howtg*eIyl««»aiy hgifk^fm ^hmdk t Pt 

Ne'er, ne'er will you share my caresses ^ainii 
With you, the long day willi*«pe»tin drrpnMwrifc 
ing; .;v -.: .-...• i;;,.-^ 

The bonesof the sea-boy must Kleach an the afcntt! 
Now dim grows my sight !— Oh ! this&ver£lKaui% 
burning! 
I come, welcome Death !«-^AU my sorr|wruKe o'er! 



THE THRUSH. 



Tuxs*--Jty tiu Author* 



The Sun had just withdrawn his 
Sworn cbrystal Eden's wmsfofpstiema; 
^TW fainfl had WMsWd hasje to rest, 
Each feather'd nrins&el sought his nest j 
Sbmoi*, that tm a willow tree, 
A plaintive mounier sem'd, like me{ 
Ubfuing, methought I heard him say, 
*• rte feet my hm 1— Ahl w ett »»4a y t 

***iH to each other we proVd true, 
No pair se happy as we two; 
dfosong ef Kbeity so dear, 
And hail'd the beauties of the year: 
tAaeve, beneath the birchen shade, 
*We charm'd the youth and artless maid; 
How changed, alas ! my former lay, 
IVe lost my lore i*~Ah ! weU-*-day! 
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* 

" In Spring, within yon briary glade, 
My love and I a nest we made; 
Soon tyrant' man descried the place; 
And robb'd us of a tender race: 
Since that, this dangerous foe I dread, 
By him, I fear my charmer's dead; 
Thus left alone, I pine, and say, 
I've lost my lore !— Ah! welUa-day r° 

I listen'd to his plaintive strain, ' 
And in my bosom felt a pain; 
" Sweet Thrush r I cried, " come live with 
Whose breast still harbour* sympathy : 
Like thee— I once knew happier days; 
Like thee— I sing ray fair one's praise; 
Like thee— in, sadness, I may say, 
I've lost my love f— Ah ! weH-a*day !" 
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BRITANNIA'S CALL. 



TuxE*—**? Mr. HUL 



On a rock Britannia stood, 

And thus her warlike sons address'd; 
" Shall a despot stain'd with blood, 
Warriors brave and free molest ? 
No ! rise to arms, and scorn the vengeful host; 
Death waits the foe who dares approach our coast. 

" Hack ! I hear the mighty dead, 

Cressv's fierce and godlike band—". 
" By your sires who boldly bled, 
Swear to save your native, land; 
On, on to conquest ! glory crowns the brave, 
Crush Gallia's tyrant who'd the world enslave !" 

" Matchless on the lists of fame, 

Vict'ry wreathes the Briton's brow; 
Nor shall they who boast the name 
To a foreign tyrant bow; 
For while his wrath on servile states is hurl'd, 
Britain shall rise the envy of the world*" 
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THE LOVER'S TRIAL. 

" Who's that below my window calls, 

And breaks the silence of the night r" 
Who wak'd me from my slumbers sweet, 

When dreaming of my soul's delight? 
Was it the night-breeze in the wood ? 

Was it the streams that rapid flow ?" 
It seem'd the moan of shirting Want; ' 

It seem'd the hollow voice of Woe V 

" 'Twas not the night-breeze in the wood: 
'Twas not the streams that rapid flow: 

It was the moan of shivering want- 
It was the hollow voice of woe: 

A houseless, helpless, friendless man, 
Implores your goodness with a sigh* 

Throw me a crust, for hunger craves, 
And with the cattle let me lief 

€t If pity e'er warm'd female breast, 

I feel the glow of pity here: 
Come, stranger, rest thy wearied Kmbe, 

And welcome share our humble cheer ! 
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The storm is up; tke air is keen, — ' < : ~. . > 
The hour is late, the first cock crofts; • 

.A "biasing fire will give new Efe> - > i - 4 
And help to court thee to repose*' 






■* Thardfc/Inteljr tender-hearted maid, , . 

Thy guest I'll sit till dawning day ; • , 
.And O, ms# Heav'n that knows thy, worth, 

Wkh plenty still, sudb worth t^aj. ; 
Hear, Mary ! hear a lover's voice, ' ^ r 
* Who came to prov^ thy feeling heart; 
And by thy sighs in pity** cause, ,» . 

I swear we never more will part !" - 



THE ROSE OF THE VALLEY, 

A rose of the valley}' midCauda's green bowers, ' 
Bloom'd poor Httle Mary, the villagers' pride; 

And blithe as the lark that elate hails the morning, 
O'er scenes of bleat childhood with health ^aily 
hied; - t .. 

Her father, a cottager, lovM her, ah, dearly ! - , . 
For still infer face a lost partner he viewed, 

VoLII. oo 
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And oft to her .green gnwe at evening they 1^ 

wander'd, 1 

To pluck the wild weeds Sorting around k had y 
strew'd. 






Now scarce inrteeA fiaanmni had danced o'er the 
mountain*, 

When lore, tyrant iov e m ad e peer Mary hi* date; 
Bat soon slaughtering war from her arms calTd 
young Henry, 

And tidings Best told her he feH wttb *he brave. 
All faded she wanders, each comfort denying, 

The visions of pleasure ftp ever *re fled; 
A poor frensied orphan lives ill-fated Mary, 
, The flocks her companions, the cold earth her bed. 



MARY. 



TuNEy^ u Gutd night and joy be te?p*a\ n 



The Summer sun was out of sight, • 
His parting beams danc'd on the flood; 

The fisher wateh'd the silver fry, 
As in the stream he bending stood; 
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The bla ckb i rd wcmarwtfk Asprntimg day, 

And calTd lib partner to bis neat, 
When I up Eden tosh my way, 

To meet my Mary I lor* bask 

I gas'd upon ber matchless fitce, 

That fairer than the. lily seemM; 
I mark'd the magic of ber eye, 

That with lore's powerful lightning beam'd; 
I saw her cheek of beauteous red, 

That, basking* told aJtarafs pain, 
Then stole a loss; if 'twaaa^crime, 

Ye gods, oft may I sin again ! 

* 

Fast, iew the hours* now me the. moon, 

And told us it was time to part; 
I saw her to her mother's door> 

She whisperM low, " thou hast my heart I" 
I tfcro' the lattice stole a glance* 

And heard her angry mother chide; 
Then thought of aUft parent's cam, 

As from the cot I homeward hied. 

I've tasted pleasures, dearly bought, 
And read mankind in many a page; 

But woman, woman sweetens, life, 
From giddy youth to feeble age ! 



I 
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Ye worldling* court c*?i^ 
Ye rakes in quest of pleasure rove; 

Ye drunkards drown each sensev with wine; 
Be mine the de4Me%hts ojRove! 



»«,.. i 



THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS. 



— » — «w — »— 



The poor hunt riches, and the rich hunt nine; 
mortals I^Happfcieas is hut a mtioie. x 



«MNIMMWM«* 



In search of trUe hardness, vainly we wander* 
Andeac^ge^frga^wofpleasumwithaidoiirpuisae, 

Till by fancy deluded, pert fully rtnrne pander, 
And we ne'er taste the Joys that were first held 
1 to view; • 

With envy we gase, as we onward keep pressing, 
At the trappings o£*tafe,4»r themansions of pride; 

But that mortal, on earth who enjoys life's pure 

hlessing, ,<■-. :--.-i.r-i *?-.:'' M/;."" 

Makes content his companion, and virtue his guide* 

How various; tb^wavsmankkdtakete-gsingreataess; 
With the miser, 'tis greatness in riches to roll; . 



The beau thinks it Met in wba* foals tern gay 



* Th* drunkard Hill find** it hid in die bowl : 
Led onhv false hope, they right forward keep driving, 
Nor think how near sorrow to pleasure's allied! 
For in tins world of folly, hut few are seen striving 
• /To harbour content, or make' virtue their guide. 



As insects irom darkness round light fondly flutter, 
v So mortals court pleasure, and foil by the cheat; 
And whenAge bids reflection the plain truth to utter, 

TisjheBj only thence behold the deceit. 
But<did man, helplesa reptile J ne'er aim at ambition, 

But seek lasting pleasures, and pity vain pride, 
.Contentment wou'd then act the part of physician, 

And virtue thru* life he-hisheart^-cheering guide! 
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Witt & THE OLEK. 



Whew lav'roclar were singhV, and gowans were 
- springin*, • 

Young Will o' the Glen cam a wooih' to* me! 
My heart how it panted, he sought me, 'twas granted, 

For Willy was a' a fond wooer sould be : 
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Fax dearest o'onie, was he to his Annie; 
- Igied him my hand, tho* my tocher wa#sma'; 
Scarce pleasures we tasted, ere hopes were a* Masted** 
War forc'd my sad Witty to wander awaV 

Three lang years were ovey, and I for my lover, 

la simmer, in winter* did naedtong but mourn; 
I droop'd like a lily, nor e'er hop'd my Willy 

To frien* or his partner again would return : 
To-day sunk in sadness, to*morrow brings gladnesS) 

Ae night by the hallan, i heard a voice ca', 
" Come kiss me, my Annie 1 I'm happiest e' enie; 

And nae* mair thy 'WSHjr wift wander- awaV* 

The pride o' hkneebors, he laughs, and' he labours; 

Wi* twa rosy weans, I sing, at my wheel; 
At e'enin' we meet him, they kiss him, and greet 
him, 

And ay his delight is to see us a' leel: 
While monie hunt treasure, my Willy's hale, pleasure 

Is, that health rules his cottage, and smiles on us a*; 
Well toil on thegethir, and comfort ilk ither, 

In hopes to be ready, when deatb gkgus **ca'! 
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POOR ANNA. 

Poor Anna was the shepherd's pride, 

Each village maid die did excel; 
Young Edwy sought her for his bride, 

And lov'd her more than tongue can tell i* 
Young Edwf dtedy-*firir Anna strove 

Her grief to hide hut no more smil'd; 
Her reason fled with her true love, 

And now the wanders sorrows child, 
Twining many a gaudy flow'r, 
Singing thus near Edwy*s how*r: 

"Be still, be still, thou bursting heart ! 

Ah ! busy tear, why dost thou start? 

The fondest lovers soon must part !" 

No more she joins upon the plain 

The sportive dance at close of day; 
Her aged parents try hi vain 

Her thoughts from Edwy to betray. 
- At night she sits where cold he Kes, 

Still promising to meet him soon, 
Or thro' the vale distracted flies, 

Her sorrows telling to the moon; 
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Or, at the silent midnight hour, 
Singing thus near Edwy*s bow'r; 

m Be still, be still, 4htouf bursting heart ! 

Ah ! busy tear, why dost thou start ? 

The fondest lovers soon most partT* 

• 

Her pallid cheek, her flowing hair, 

With chaplets of wild flow'rets drest; 
Her tatter'd robe, with bosom hare, 

Bespeak the woes that pierce her breast. 
Oft pensive shepherds sigh to hear 

Her faultYing tongue sad tales relate; 
While sorrowing maidens drop a tear, 

And pity hapless Anna's fate. 
Twining many a faded flow'r; 
Singing thus near Edwy's bow'r; 

" Be still, be still, thou bursting heart ! 

Ah ! busy tear, why dost thou start ? 

The fondest lovers soon must part F' 
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THE COTTAGE GIRL. 
r*Mr t«x mbbioai, r.uteE or run bcgoas ««t. 



•**»«^»i 



Tuwe,— 2fy $e Autlior. 



On tl^lsrow^^liiliwbeiwtiie^twamgtti^les^wii, 
With a church within tight stands my cottage of clay ; 

I rise with the lark, and no lady in town, 
By splendour surrounded, spends sweeter the day: 

The thorn of ambition ne'er wounded my breast, 
If I gaze at fipe gentry, I ea?y tfcea *iot; 

In plain russet gown, pride disturbs not my rest, 

For innocence dwells .with~con tent in my cot. 

.... "i 

Tho* lowly it seems, 'twarmy forefather's pride, 

The scene of fond youth, where they wanton'd 
with mirth; 
And the woodbine juid jess'mine that<jreep«^itsside, 

Qn ih^ morning were planted which smiTd at 
myvfcirth: 
My parents, tho'. poor, -cou'da¥»id envious strife, 

And ne'er shall their lessons by me be forgot; 
Then welcome, ye rich, to the pky-things of life, 

You know not thejrieasuses that wait on the cot! 

VoL II, H H 
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My shepherd is constant, and O what delight 

I feel, when at eve he returns from the plain; 
As peace crowns the day, lore beguiles many anight, 

And care and rough weather attack us in vain. 
When spring time invites, o'er the daisy-clad meads, 

The linnet sings sweet, and cold winter's forgot; 
Then who for a court, or a few silken weeds, 

Wou'd barter reti re me nt , content, and a cot. 



THE KIRK-YARD YEW. 



TtfHEy— Sy the Author* 






I anci lo'ed a lass, a bonny sweet lass, 
And pawky her een were, and blue; 

She lo'ed me as weel as she lo'ed her ain brither, 

And monie a time vow'd she cou'd ne'er like anither; 
And leel was her heart, and true. 

- 

I gaed to the south, a sad sarrowfu' gate, 
; The journey, thro' life, I may rue; 
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ive yean brought me ban** wi' a pain'd bosom 

burning, • * • 

Jake! a' my hopes were soon, soon changed te. 

mourning— 
She kid near the Kirk-yard Yew ! 



ran to the grave o' this blossom sae fair, 
As the flow'ra sipp'd the mild e'ening dew; 
l tear dimm'd my efe, and I aft said wi' sorrow, ''- 
weet lassie ! I fain wou'd rest near thee to-morrow, 
In peace, near the Kirk-yard Yew! 

fe'er, ne'er maun I ken sic a- lassie again, 
While this dark vale of life I toil thro'; 
ler name 111 ay treasure, where'er fate may thraw 



inda tear afttimesgie her, whatever may befit' 
9 weet lasp, near the Kirk-yard Yew ! 
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THE LAND WE LIVE m. 



K 



8UKO BY Mfe. MAYWOOD, ON ST. PATB2CK& lUT* 



Tune,—* 4 ZXri«*fe Dovfe.' 



111 chaunt meM&ham&fa^th&.MvsB, . 

And praise the land we live in : 
Wi' beauty jam aft iaffrta V springs 
An' lads ma&Uifthe than axm/kiag± 
Jtel clwhk wame whe wia»*amg 

The favour'd land we live in I 
Ga$*eeiauld tarra ntawt ra»»4 
Whare'er mattclaijn&a p*cch.a' gsamJU 
The leelest hearts will ay be found, 

Throughout the land we live in ! 

Auld Erin's cottars laugh at care; 
They lo'e their friens, protect the fair; 
And grievous ills they joyfV bear, 

A' for the land they live in ! 
Their bosoms wi' true valour steel'd, 
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They're ay the foremost i' the field; 
And mak ilk pauky Frenchman yield, 
For the dear land they Hve in ! 
Gae seek auld terra firma, &c 

Whare'er I earn my wee hit bread, 
Howe'er stern fate may bow my head, 
111 sing, till numbered wi' the dead, 

This happy land, we Ihte in f 
And O, whik shamrock's deck the Me, 
May peace and plenty on it smile; 
And bonsjr lasses, void o' guile, 

Ay grace the land we live in ! 
Gae seek auMtera* tana, &c% 

Now, strike the harp— yonr voices raises 
In Erin's— -in. St. Patxiek's praise; 
May sorrow darken a' his days, 

Wha scorns the land we live in f 
May party feuds for ever cease, 
An 9 rights religious lang encrease f 
Then, bold in war, secure in peace, 

Well blest die land we live in* 
Gae seek auld terra firma round, 
Whare'er man claims a perch o' ground* - 
The leelest hearts. will ay be found, 

Throughout the land we live in ! 
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TO MARY. 

Wintry blasts nae langer bla'; 

Spring returns wi' sxnilin' face; 
Mountains cast their caps o'ma', 
Nature shews ilk pleaain' grace : . 
Now, Mary, quit thjf cot sae dear,. 

And love, tnie; love, shall be our, theme, 
As pleas'd we mark the ehanginf year, 

Where wild woods ware o'er Edea'sstreanv 

Linnets court on ilka bush; > 

Lavrocks soar abuin the lea; 
Loudest a' the lave, the thrash, 
Cheers his mate firae tree to tree : 
O'er hill and moor, in mead or bow'r, 
Ilk joy's to mak firad love a theme; 
Like them, we'll pass Jfcee'enin' hour, 
Where wild: woods ware o'er Eden's stream. 

Blest wi' thee, nought mair 111 prize; . 

Suin will hasten life's decline, 
Dead'nin' .if our earthly joys; 

—Say, to-morrow thoult be mine-f 
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t swear by that consentin' smile, 
To think o' this deligbtfu' theme ! 

Here beats a heart shaU ne'er know guile, 
While wild woods ware o'er Eden's stream ! 



CRAZY KATE. 



•^— *i 



Set to Musk by Mr. Hook, and mng by Mr, Incledon, at 

Covent-Garden Theatre. 



Ah ! who is she whose tresses wild, 
Bespeak her sorrow's frantic child? 
*Tis Kate, whose bosom fraught with woe, 
Sweet peace again can never know; 
WBo, careless, wandering all day long, 
Sings to herself this plaintive song:— 
" Come Death ! thou friend to the distrest, 
Srike, strike, at once, this tortur'd breast, 
And ease poor Kate, who cannot rest !" 

In infancy, her father died : 
And she, her mother's only pride, 
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Was forc'd (hard file !)atffaa!gft4iQr 
The nute of pity toimplaie. 
But soon, «h! soon an otffcan left; 
Of ev'ry alay, save Heaven* bereft; 
In coarsest tatters bat half-drest, 
Without a home or place of rest, 
The little roamer liv'd distrest. 

Alas ! that on life's thorny way, 
There are who virtue will betray : 
For in her youth, Kate lov'd too well, 
And soon to love a victim fell ! 
Now robb'd of reason, all day long, 
The wand'rer sings her plaintive song:— 
" Come Death ! thou friend to die distrest, 
Strike, strike, at once, this tottur'd breast, 
And ease poor Kate, who cannot rest !" 



THE CASTLE BUILDER, 

« I'Lvbaild* high hou» r onthift4ill^«^#old r Gnib, 

Where house never stood before; 
A man like tOolkth'shall stand at my gate, 

Anddrrve far a ^ y allrtheyor, 

'With a bang ! 
' "Wise men apee that the> rabble ace better* «f a good 
sound beating, and all that. 
Yes ! the be^aisiha'U keep cfipmonyNioor ! 

< c My eHestson, Tom, shall prime minister be; 

Soon Will shall the army lead : 
My daughter shall give to Lord Simple her hand; 

I'm rich, and am sure to succeed, 

Worth a plum ! 
J?irstMnan on change ! Safe! Snug in the last loan ! 
A speculator in hops, cotton, and all that ! 
Yes ! I'm rich, and must therefore succeed ! 

" 111 level yon mountain, and dig a large lake, 
Where navies in safety may ride; 

Then fill it with all the choice fish of the sea, 
And angle in punt by the side; 

Vel.II. M 
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sport! 

Catching salmon, sprats, trout, turbot, mackerel, and 
minnow ; under rocks, woods, cascades, and all that ! 
While I smoke in my punt, by the side ! 

" Yon cottages, too, must he all clear'd away, 

And so shall the old thatch'd mill; 
The alms-house I'll soon to a dog-kennel turn; 
The poor may e'en go where they will, 

' What care I ! 
Must have parks, deer, meads, flocks* groves^ and all 
that! 

Yes! the poor may e'en starve where they will! 

" On the right of my house, a church like St* Paul's, 

On the left, a castle 111 plan; 
That the gentles may say, as they travel that way, 

See the works of a marvellous man! 

Blest retreat ! 
River stealing away unheard, and scarce seen ! Gardens 
hud out in old Dutch style ! Trees cropped ; pleasure 
box in front; Apollos, Dragons, Cupids, Mermaids, 
and all that! 
These are works of a marvellous man ! 
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Then the neighbours around I'll frighten with law, 
Till all near me, worth having, is mine; 
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Shou\ladownshootaher& 111 confine him for life, 
None but fools will to mercy incline ! 

T^fc Kim w* I 

Must shew authority; punish poachers; preserve 
game, and all that : 
Yes ! fools may to mercy incline !" 

Now old Grub hobbl'd home, and smok'd a long pipe, 

And bottom'd a mug of small beer; 
Then went to his bed; soon the grim spectre, Death, 
Cut him off in his crazy career : 
• All was done ! 

What avails house, porter, power, cash, hops, cotton, 
lake, fish, rocks, woods, punt, kennel, parks, deer, 
meads, flocks, groves, church, castle, river, trees, 
Apollos, dragons, cupids, lands, game, pipe, beer, 
and all that! 
Unless we do good whilst we're here ! 

« • 

From the prince to the peasant, in every state, 

What Grubs do we daily see ! 
May his castles endure who feedeth the poor; 
After death he rewarded will be: 

Yes, he will! 
We are told, u He who giveth to the poor, lendeth to 
the Lord." 

Yes ! rewarded he surely will be ! 
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rAftEWKtt TO GILSLAND. 

Adieu, ye dun toatfeft; popple rales, and wfld flowers, 
Ye femltt whose {rttmd steeps in green verdure 
are drest; 
Ye walks, and ye woodlands, ye glades, and cool 
bowers, 
In whose retired shades oft the wearied find rest. 
To the town and its follies, fate calls me away; 
But reluctant and sad I the summons obey. 

Adieu, ye grey crags, and thou hoarse-mnrm'ring 
river, 

Whose sounds, heard afar, lull the mind to repose; 
Near thee could J dw«]l i& retirement, andever 

On thy wood-fring'd windings forget all toy woes: 
There, fi^e from ittnptatwn, unknown wouldl live, 
And taste the delights only virtue can give. 

And thou source of health, whose dear waters still 
flowing, 

Faint tppe rf Hi* bounty wha governs this ball; 
New vigour, new life, to the wretched bestowing, 

Lbngniaythybluestieamspou^ 
And thy rock be the seat of contentment and mirth, 
While jpeace, love, ttod virtue tu^cterish'd on earth. 
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HODGE AND THE SQUI1B. 

PROM THE MUSICAL FARCE OF THE BEGOAR GI&U 



TtfKEj— -By the Author. 



Says onmSquke, " Hodge} tell racy young shepherd 

swain, 
Wilt thou leare thy flock, thy cottage, and plain, 
In LonfloUffpreat weatth' and honours to gain* 

AndraUnnes^it»1x>see^ 
* Ah, nor! by your lear% my good fir," said I, 
" We're told, those who casry their heads! too high, 
Spend comscirtlesadajs* and an thorns oft lie; 

But eon tetrt Btill dwells with me r 

Says our Squint,*" IlLdress thee ia clothing fine; 
Thou on eVry choice dainty with me shalt dine; 
Lac'd servants shall hand thee each costly wine; 

Think, down* what honour 'twill he l m 
€t In home-spun coat, I can merrily sing; 
O'er my humble meal, Ym great as a king, 
And when thirsty, I hie to the chrystal spring, 

Where content still waits on me !' 
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Says our Squire, " Rich dames thou shalt court at 

play, 
Where music drives ev'ry dull care away; * 
Then while the sun shines, young shepherd, make 
hay; 

Come now or never !" quoth he. 
" At the dance on the green when the sun goes down, 
With my Phillis, I envy not those in town; 
Nor Phillis I'd leave, for a monarch's crown, 

For content guards her and me ! 

" Gp, take your dames, wealth, wine, and shows f 
From care can you purchase an hour's repose ? 
Each neighbour's my friend; I know no fees; 

And smile at poverty. 
Tis my wish to inhabit yon humble shed, 
Where my forefathers honestly eara'd their bread; 
And whenever misfortune bows down my head, 

May content then dwell with me I" 
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THE VALE OF TEARS. 

Yes ! there are pleasures some ne'er know, 

And there are pains too many prove; 
And bliss is oft the source of woe, 

Ev'n when it springs from virtuous love. 
Hope, fair deceiver> 
Lures us for ever I 
Sweet her smiles in life's gay morri; 
But, ah ! her roses, 
Reason shews us, 
Hide full many a cank'ring thorn. \ 

We toil for wealth, we seek for fame, 
And various phantoms we pursue : 
This oft brings care, that's but a name; 
At last reflection whispers true.—- 

" Poor murmuring creature, - 

Weak by nature, 
Swell'd by hopes, oppressed by fears; 

Proud and ungrateful, 

Vain, deceitful, 
Man makes life a Vale of Tears !" 



TO MARY. 

On tby ban3a,xhrystal Ede^my dear native river! 

fa ytKith,audinmanhi»d, «ejo^ 
Tko' fertile thy moods, ,tbey so beauteous aesm'd 
never. 

Till straying with Mary, the^aar witching mid: 
'T was eve's sober hour, and* all silent mm near us, I j- 

Save the tedbroast'a tot *oftg» «w *he ^taarse- 
sounding stream; 
Free from the proud dty^m> jtancVrer to hear us, 

The minuteskflfiw swee%, fcr love waadta theme. 



On thy bants, winding Edea, arfondloek ahe gave 
me, 
Enraptur'd, I saw the keen glance, of r her eye; 
Each grace, word, or smik, was«¥a^to enalave 
me, - 
And thoughts of such moment no w prompt the 
deep sigh: 
Far, far did we saunter, till u^ght drew her curtain, 
'Twas hard with such beauty, such goodness to 

part; 
However thro' life I'm the sport of frail fortune, 
-Still Mary, I swear, will be dear to my heart ! 
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Let grey-beards mid fook laugh at love and at plea- 
sure, 

Their dull fusty maxims I ever despise; 
Let worldlings court riches, and bow to their trea- 
sure, : 

Be woman my idol; dear woman I prise f 
Tho' oft on life's journey, abandon'd to sorrow, 

When love's divine transports with beauty I shore, 
I scorn the hard world, and the threats of to-morrow. 

The smile of the virtuous dispels every care ! 
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THE CAPTAIN'S LA0Y. 



• • 



Tuxfi, — " O'er the muir among the heather" 



<* Lassie wi' the coat-black locks, 
Wilt thou be a captain's lady ? 

Quat bare mountains, glens, and flock<*> 
Heed nae mam, or cankerM daddy. 

Hie wi' me o'er Scotia's halls— 

By this sword, nae loon shall harm thee; 

Thy sweet luik my bosom. fills- 
Let nae sodger e'er alarm thee 1" 
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* Stranger, wait satf words oft-tee* 

I'd no' be a captain's lady ; 
For the gowd o* Chrisstndie, 

I'd no' lea* my feeble daddy ! 
Grey wi' years, bov/d down wi' pain, 

Jeanli Wb hale datisjkfr arfd Uriaum 
In rude cot we envy nafte, 

Thad wild gteas ay gi« uspleasutt. 

" Lassie, dura* ttftn *W»'; 

Suin in costly gear 111 deck thee, 
Big for thee a house- «atr hri> 

Mistress o' the hale 111 mak thee : 
Thou ahalt see the auld fclk West* 

111 protect 'em rrae ilk danger; 
Age and puirtith ay lack rest— 

Dinna frown upd' the stranger !" 

" Near yon kirk my mlther's laid* 

Tears o' sorrow I shed o'er her; 
Your red coat and bra' cockade, 

Ca' to mind ane I lost for her; 
Dear he lo'ed me, sought my hand; 

Mair I priaM my main and daddy; 
Suin far free his native land> 

They slew my fiuthfu' shepherd 



[ty bright eVaAmtt w* a tear,, 
Mine, to see it, shed* M&her; 
the pearly draps, I swear, 
lappy days wall pass^hegetfeer, 
i thy ain blithe shepherd lad, 
lich. ynd hale. and. honest&earted : 
rte, let's mak a parent glad, 
bid msjr tot*'** *gaUb*pfrt*y* 



THE AUTHOR ON HIMSELF. 

PNG have drank «fpkawnafrcqp, 
tad oft have been tfo so* ctffi&n? 
1 1 have tasted friendly joys, 
That I must never share again : 
• time hath now my forehead bared, 
tad cherisfa'd hopes, aH, all are fled; 
innot soothe another's wees, 
)r dry the tear by sorrow shed ! 

d Poverty, with haggard look, 
iovr threatens sore, in. life's decline; 
1 Friendship wears another garb; 
tad Love 1 * delights no more ace mine. 



Night comes not, pow, with drww of bjte; 

I chide the slow apjjroash of day; - ■; , 
Reflection causes painful sighs; , v 

And I could we^ep the hour* away | - ' 
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THE FAIR*HMitt> MMM 

When wearied bees«wish Jadaat thighs 

Humm'd, slowly wheeling towards their cell,* 
When eve's blue mists began to risq, 

And all was silence in the dell : 
Where Eden's streams are heard afer> 

And willowj weave a shade, • , 
I left the town, rejoic'd to meet 

My blooming, smiling, fair-hair'd Maid. 

i' ..." 

I gaz*d, but feign'd a woe-worn look— 

" My Mary, dear !" I sigh'd " Adieu I 
To-morrow in the badge of war, 

I leave thee to some one more true !" 
In vain she tried her grief to hide, 

I saw her colour fade : 
She sunk, a lily at my feet, . . 

The faithful, tender, fair-hair/d Maidv 
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AjandooA, 1 satorhe* soon? revive> : ' 
And daap'd her to my* panting heart; 

« This falsehood, Wkry, O forgive I 

: And mark thd tear love bid* to start r 

To-morrow wiU thou be my own ?** 
"Ah! canst tbou doubt r she said, 

We hatt'd the long-wish'd happy hour** 



ADBBS8SED TO MB. WM. BEtL, OF OIESLAXB, W. if. 

AND THE BRETHREN OF ST. MICHAEL'S 

LOBGE, BBJJfrTOlT. 



Tune,—" Let care be a stranger to each Jovial souV 
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Since to serve a poor Cumbrian Bard is your plan, 
Let gratitude shew the great duty of man; 
Around you may health, love, and cheerfulness reign, 
And those who scorn pleasure, still scorn to give pain : 
That good men are equal, all wise men declare, 
From the prince to the peasant, each hows to dull care; 
To get rid of that pest, keep this maxim in view, 
Still do unto others, as you'd be done to ! 



854 tonus* 

While our master fetightetb, nor ieekt to beteay, 
May the day-star of hope never lead hm astray; 
While to draw man Jxent iblly, his mincta nobly bent, 
May the master and brethren still harbour content : 
Improv'd, rul'd by masoney'* trvftes, void of art, 
When death gives the summons, we'll eheerfb&y part; 
Till then, let us all keep *hk majrim in view, 

To DO UNTO OTHER*, AS WE*© BE DONE TO ! 

Then join heart and hwwl, end unite in one voice, 
To pray for each mason, his brethrens' proud choice; 
May each bred** beblest with wea}th> freedom* aid 

peace, - 

And the rights of all sects, end ell parties increase! 
Ah ! happy the day, when to mortals was giv*n, 
Of all Institutions, the first under Heav'n! 
By this, we can keep the grand maxim in view, 

And DO UNTO OTHERS, AS WE'D BE DONE TO ! 
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NOTES. 



NOTE THE FIRST. 

" At " dust to dust," the Curate, pious guide, 

Let fell a tear." Page 4. 

The author cannot help lamenting, that the custom 
of reading the funeral service, so prevalent through- 
out England, should not be equally attended to ra 
the sister countries. There is not surely a more 
proper time for impressing co. the minds of our fek 
low-creatures a just sense of their duty, than when 
they witness ttaJfxaUty^l&e,jmd£a^^ 
relative or friend to the house appointed for all living. 



NOTE THE SECOND. 

« ON VISITING A MOTHER'S GRAVE." 

Page 6. 

A strain of egotism is surely allowable, when the 
ttiost tender emotions of the, heart are forced into 
action, by a visit to the tomb of an affectionate pa- 
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rent. Then, and only then, the dearest scenes of 
life are recalled to imagination— scenes that occurred 
long ere sorrow had occasioned us to suspect the 
wily deeds of man: delighted with the retrospective 
glance, we proudly exclaim, such things were, but 
never must return ! 

Adjoining St. Mary's Cathedral, Carlisle, in the 
north west corner, behind every one, are interred 
many of my ancestors and relatives. No sculp- 
tured tale of truth or falsehood marks the place; 
for alas 1 they had to struggle against poverty, and 
toil their day of life " unknowing and unknown/' 

These simple stanzas were written after an ab- 
sence of many years from my native place, and can 
only be acceptable to such readers as cherish the 
remembrance of a mother's solicitude. 



NOTE THE THIRD. 

" Peace to thy bosom, feeling Bard ! 
Who sufPring brethren didst regard; 
And calTd on Britons, to reward 

Our Sailors ! Page 21. 

Mr. Edward Rushton, of Liverpool, Bookseller. 
The Poems of this Author discover extraordinary 
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powers of mind, and genuine feeling. Daring the 
years of youth, he served as Doctor, on hoard a 
Liverpool trader; and it was owing to this circum- 
stance, that he felt so deeply the cruelties inflicted 
on our brethren, the Sons of Africa. He was un- 
fortunately deprived of sight, on the coast of Guinea; 
and for upwards of thirty years laboured under that 
melancholy calamity, respected and pitied by all 
ranks of mankind. During this period, he used 
every exertion for the suppression of that disgrace- 
ful traffic, the Slave Trade. In a letter to General 
Washington, he pays him every praise for his 
talents shewn in the field or the senate; but cen- 
sures his conduct with great severity for being a 
dealer in Slaves. This letter, which went through 
many editions, gained him the esteem of all who 
could boast a spirit of independence. His love of 
mankind dictated to him, as a proper subject for his 
Muse, the horrid custom of impressing seamen— a 
custom which has long thrown a foul stain on the 
British government. It is but justice to this philan- 
thropist to declare, he has written some of the most 
interesting songs of which our language can boast, 
Posterity have a right to consider themselves 
deeply indebted to our British Cicero, the Right 
Honourable Charles James Fox. The last pub- 



lie act of that illustrious statesman, wafttheaboHtion 
of the Slave Trade; an inhuman traffic, by 
the world was long degraded* 



NOTE THE FOURTH. 

" Peace to his anil, who brought thee o'er, 

First to auld Albion's craggy shore*" Page 31. 

For some years after Tea was first brought to 
England, it was seldom used; and its qualities were 
by many considered exceedingly dangerous. The 
Author remembers hearing his mother relate the 
following :— At the. first Tea party she visited, a 
quantity was put into a large porridge pot, aifd 
boiled, together with butter and salt. Each person 
was served with a horn spoon; but wry faces soon 
shewed their dislike to the mess* One opinion in- 
fluenced all present, which was, if the broth ma* fat, 
it was unco bitter! 



NOTE THE FIFTH. 

" Thou serv'sl for drink, thou serv'st for meat, 

To king and cottar, thou'rt a treat" Page 31. 

Among the lower orders in China, it iseustosaary 
after drinking the liquid, to eat the leaves of Tea. 



NOTE*. 2ffl 

By so doing, they imagine many diseases are pre- 
vented from 4 taking effect. The human mind is 
not, in any part of the known world, more subdued 
by prejudice than in that country. 



NOTE THE SIXTH. 

" To &m'd Sam Johjtsok, thou wert dear !" 

Page3L 

Some Biographers, who were personally acquaint- 
ed with this Colossus of Literature, have asserted 
that he frequently drank fourteen cups of Tea 
during the evening. 



NOTE THE SEVENTH. 

" Howabdj to sordid int'rest bKnd, 
Wha sought to succour a' mankind ; 
In thee cou'd ay a solace find, 

When welcom'd hame." Page 32. 

It is recorded of this great Philanthropist, that 
on returning, home from the Continent, his first 
request was, that Tea might be prepared with all 
possible speed. 
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NOTE THE EIGHTH. ; 

" ROBESPIERRE'S LAMENTS ., 

Page 69- 

This sanguinary despot, condemned by the world 
as the most inhuman being that hath yet appeared 
on this quarter of the globe, was publicly denounced 
in the Convention, July 26th, 179*. On the fol- 
lowing day, he was guillotined, with his numerous 
and remorseless party, amidst universal execration. 



NOTE THE NINTH. 

" THE MOUNTAIN BOY." 

Page 178. 

In the* midst of the many craggy heath-covered 
mountains in Scotland, round which I had to wind 
my weary way, between New Galloway and New- 
ton Stewart, there are only two houses, and these 
wretched smokey hovels. Near the first, early on a 
cold snowy morning of March, I beheld a boy wan- 
dering down a barren hill not far from the road. He 
wore a piece of plaid. His voice and speech were 
pleasing, and his rosy smile bespoke health and con- 
tent. A short conversation gave rise to this song. 
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It was committed to paper at the next cottage, after 
warming my benumbed limbs over a turf ingle on 
the centre of a floor, while around me played the 
healthy and beautiful children.. 



NOTE THE TENTH. 

"THE CAPTURE OF THE CHESAPEAKE." 

Page 192. 

This fight took place off Boston Light House, on 
the 1st of June, 1813. The British Frigate, Shan- 
non, was commanded by Sir Philip Bowes Verb 
Broke, Baronet, of Nacton, Suffolk; and the Uni- 
ted States' Frigate, Chesapeake, by Captain Law- 
rence, who died of his wounds* The latter had 
on board 440 men; the former 330; notwithstand- 
ing the superior force of the enemy, the cheers of 
victory were heard in eleven minutes from the corn* 
mencement of the action. 
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NOTE THE ELEVENTH. 

" RED ROBIN." Page 199. 

This song, with sonnets, &c. was occasioned by a 
redbreast visiting for five years my retired apart- 
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ment, in the centre of Carlisle. He commonly 
gave me bis first cheerful strain in the beginning 
of September; and sang bis farewell to the noise 
and smoke of the town in April. So tame was 
the merry minstrel, that he frequently made a hearty 
repast within a few inches of the paper on which I 
wrote. When business or pleasure led me from 
home, the food of my namesake was not forgotten: 
for sweeter to my ear was his evening song of gra- 
titude, 

Than the fam'd organ's hoarsely-swelling note, 
Or labour'd concert, clamorously loud ! 



NOTE THE TWELFTH, 

« TO NANNY." Page 217- 

The subject of this song was servant to a respect- 
able family, where the Author for some time resided, 
in Carlisle. She was an affectionate, beautiful girl, 
virtuous as beautiful, and rejoiced in the happiness 
of her fellow-creatures. Alas ! poor Nanny, tho* 
she often listened to Robin's rhymes, forgot his 
instructions; for won by a harpy, who gloried in se- 
duction, she sunk a prey to remorse, and was borne 
to the grave soon afterwards, deeply lamented. 
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Conlsoir, Esqv 2- copses* 

!ape, Surgeon, Ireby. 

>* Cairick, Jtm. Rockeliffi; 

MJeph Clark, Carlisle; 

'. M. Crompton^ dm 

. Cntfortfc, Newcastle 

ohn M'Connettt Carlisle. 

Carryle^!^ Edinburgh. 

'. Carfyle, J«b. CarHslfe 

L Carry te, Post Office, do. 

Di Campbell WaswacklMrsv 



be 
Vm. 



r m. Clark, S. Shields, 
sales' CartmelL, Carlisle, 



. CaMer, dm 
Tm. Carrick, dot 
Fro. M'Cleery, dm 
reorge Cowen, da 
. Ckrk, Warwick Bri<%e. 
enry Collins* Whitehaven 
ouldwell, LeemingLane. 
Charlton, R. N. 
ohtt Conneli, Carlisle. 
Vm> Conrong, Liverpool, 
leoi Currie, Newcastle, 
arrfck, SoL Brampton* 
ohn Carrick der 
oaeph Coultnard, dot 
ohn Cockton, Carlisle, 
ohn ColqMhooi) Walton 
ise. 

W. Chippendale,. Edin- 
?h, & copies. 
Cowen, Wigtom 
U Clarke, Jim. Sebergham 
tee. 
Jraik, Flimby Lodges. - 



Mr. John Cotnerford, Carfislei 
Mir. Crosby, Barnard Castfe* 
Mr- John Carmaft, Penrith. 
Mr*Carleton Carmart, Lendonv 
Mr. JohirCannaft, Jim. dov 
Mr. Gee* Cowper, do. 
Mr. JosepK Cuthbert, dov 
Cockermouth New library* 
R. Coutts, Esq. Workington^ 
Mr. Thomas Crags, do- 
Mr. Alksan. Grossthwaite, do* 
Mr. CettereHL^JLonden. 
Wm. Calvert, Esq. Keswick^ 

2 copses, 
i. Crather*} Keswiek. 
Mr. Win. Crass* Down HUk 
Mr. James Cow^y, N. Shields^ 
Mr. Joseph Cox, Brampton; 
Mr. Edw. M'Cermicfe, Carlisle. 
John Clemeteon, Esq, London*- 
Mr. Cannell, Carlisle. 
Mt E: CLemeteon, Whitehaven- 
Mr. David Creijghton, do*. 
Mr. James Cook, da 
Mr.. Henry Collins, do* 
Mr. Allison Clark* near Chester 

D 
Sir Hugh Dah-ymple Ross r 

K. C. & 2 ponies. 
Wm. Dixon, Esq. New York. 
Mr. R. Dobhtson, Solfc London. 
Mr. Debisson, Sol*. Carlisle* 
Mr. R. Dixon, Solicitor, do. 
Mr Thomas Dison, do. 
Mr. R. Dixon, Jun. do. 
Mr. Peter Dixon, Jun. da* 
Mr. Richard Dugdale, Dalstoii. 
Mr* Robert Dongsoa, Wigton- 
Mr. Thomas Dotnnson, Scotby~ 
Mr. Wm. Donald, J«n. do. 
Captain Dillon, Marvport. 
Mr* DnA ff on-, Roan.Trjaes*. 
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Mr. Benjamin Dobsoft, BoltonfT. Ferguson, Bsq. Catterick 

le Moors. Bridge. 

Mr. John J. Davidson, Carlisle. Rev. E. Fawcett,Ceckermoutfc. 
Mr. Isaac Dobten, Brampten. [Mr. John Fbnrter, Newtown. 



Mr. Dewar, Edinburgh. 
Mr. John Dixon, Carlisle* 
Mr. John Dodgson, Becfe 
Mr. Win. Dalton, liverpook 



Mr- James Fan-bairn, Cariidb 

Mr. John Faabains, do. 

Mr. Joseph Ferguson, do. 

Mr. John Fergnson, do. 
Mr. John Dodgson, Bewcastle. Mr. John Footer, do. 
Mr. Geo. Dawson, Cockbridge. Mr. John Forster, Bnuopton. 
Mr. Thomas Dawson, Keswick. Mr. John Fotster, do. 
Mr. J. S. Dickinson, Workington My. Janes Fleaainy, CarKsle. 
Mr. Robert Dixon, Newcastle. Mr. John Fearon, Manchester* 
Mr. Thomas Donald, linstock. Mr. John Fester, Granada. 
Mr. Robert Dickinson, Beaten. Mi» Fearns, Martin HaQL 
Mrs. Dixon, Ravenfflass. Mr. Michael Falcon, Sen. Wet- 

Thomas Dixon, EsqTNew York, kington 
Mr. Chas. Davis, Whitehaven* Mr*(£ Ferguson, Jun*Caxfislf. 
Mr. E. Dawson, do. Mr. Jos. Faulder, Drumbmga. 

Mr. John Dorran, do* Mr. Win. Fisher, Parian. 

E G 

Lister Ellis, Esq. Croft Head. [Sir James Graham, Bart. M. ft 



Dr. Elliott, Carlisle. 
Mr. John Elliott, da 
Mr. Joseph Elliott, Etterbr. 
Mr. Abel Earl, Carlisle. 
Mr. John Evans, Corby. 
]\{r. Wm. Evans, do. 
Mr. Ewart, Woodbank. 
Miss M. Ellwood, Liverpool. 
Mr. Wm. Elliott, Newcastle. 
Mr. Robert Ewart, Beweastle. 



London, 2 copies. 
Sir J. D. A Gilpin, Carlisle. 
James Graham, Esq. Rickexbj. 
T. HL Graham, Esq. Edsnond 

Castle. 
I|ev. Mr. Gaskin, Wreay. 
Miss GiieSr Carlisle. ^ 
H|r. John Graham, Solicitor, do. 

r. John Gibson, do. ^copies. 

rs. Gibson, da 



Mr. John Edmondson, Keswick JMr. Edward Gibbon, London. 
Mr. Wm. Embleton, W. Bol-Afr. James Gibbon, dot 



don, 2 copies. 
Mr. Embleton, Carlisle* 
Air. Wm. Elan, Ferry Bridge. 
Mr. John EHis, Whitehaven. 

F 
Rev. Mr. Fallows, Cambridge, 

2 copies. 



J. H. Fisher, Esq. Catatolgat castk. 



Mr. John Gibbon, do. 

Mr. Wm. Gibbons, Carlisle. 

Mr. John Graham, Jun. Loir 

House 

Mr. J. M'Glas&pn, Carlisle. 
Mr. Glpndining, Leek. 
Mr. Grant, Comedian, New- 
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ft. (Bftsnm, Carlisle. 
m Green, Grassmere. 
Meam, Kirkandrews. 
>rge Giaham, CarMe. 
a. Gale, do. 
etor Glendinmg, da 
m Gmham, do* 
iham, Kirklirrton. 
jtibson, Whitehaven, 
a M'George, Liverpool 
Ifrid Gate, London. 
a. Gray, Newcastle, 
nund Graham, do. 
>. Graham, WetheraL 
& Graham, Brampton. 
Juno, Surgeon, do. 
>enks, Surgeon, do. 
a Gill, do. « 
Irundy, Kirbylonsdale. 



H> 

Sir Richard Henegan. 
Wn. Hodgson, Esq. Carlisle. 
John Hodgson, Esq. Fenton. 
John Hevsham, M. D. Carlisle. 
Robert Harrington, M. D. do. 
Fred Hill, Esq. York. 
Capt» Halton, R. N. Carlisle. 
Mrs. Henry Hall, do. 
Mr. Jos. Holme, Solicitor, do. 
Mr. A. Harrison, Solr. Penrith. 
Mr. Thomas Hewit, Carlisle. 
Mr. Joseph Henry, do. 
Mr. Thomas Hunton, do. 
Mr. James Holme, Botcherby. 
Mr. Jas. Harrington, Carlisle. 
Mr. G. H. Hewit, Burgh. 
Mr. Thomas Hudson, Carlisle. 
Mr. Joseph Hope, do. 
Uiam Graham, Spring Mr. Joseph Hope, Jun. do. 

Mr. Ralph Holmes, do. 
Mr. N. HollingBvorth, do. 
Mr. Thomas Hill, do. 
Mr. Thomas Hill, Stockton. 
Mr. J. HiU, Foitterract. 
Mr. C Hitchever, Dalkeith. 
Mr. T. Huntington, Carlisle. 
Mr. Thomas Heward, do. 
Mr. Hargreayes, Lancaster. 
Mr. Harriet, do. 
Mr. T. Harriet, Edinburgh. 
Mr. John Harrington, Carlisle. 
Mr. Thomas Howe, Scotby. 
Mr. J. Hewson, Jus. Carlisle* 
Mr. Daniel Hewson, do. 
Mr. John Holtiday, do. 
Captain Hinde, Maryport 
Mr. G. Hodgson, Great Corby; 
Mr. John Hodgson, WetheraL 
Mr. John Hewit, Carlisle. 
Mr. J. Holme, do. 
Mr. Thos. Hewit, Crindledike. 



>mas G31* Brampton. 
Graham, Corby Castle. 
1. Graham, Carlisle, 
aham, do. 
Q, Esq. Cumrew. 
imas Garaett, Penrith, 
iph Goodhall, London, 

JS. 

imas Goodhall, do. 
ank8,WhitefieldHouse 
hur Graham, Carlisle, 
tee Gilherson, do. 
h Grafton, Edinburgh. 
W. Griadale and Co 
haven, 6 copies. 
>mas Gibson, do. . 
James Gunson, do. 
luikoetie, do. 
nes Gooden, Russel- 
, London, 
jriahejn, Liverpool. 
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Mr. Hlnde,Cainbiidg^J copies. 
Mr. James Harrison, Liverpool. 
Mr. Wm. Heaton, Newcastle.- 
Mr. Wm. Healey, Wylam. 
Mr. B. Hick, Bolton te Moon. 
Mr. Harris, High Close. 
Mr. Wm. Hodden, Cadiste. 
Mr. J. Haffibnrton, Brampton. 
Mr. Thorns Hall, do. 
Mr. Thomas Harrison, do. 
Mr. Hudson, Orchard House. 
Hew. *. Hunter, Carlisle. 
John Honsman, Esq. 9 copies. 
Miss Harriraan, Bassemthwaite 
JL Hodgson, Esq. Brixkburn. 
Mr. J. Hamilton, Montague 

Square, London. 
Mr. Thomas Holme, JanieicajMr 
' 5 copies. 

Cant. John Harvey, Liverpool. 
Mr. J. Hodgson, Cockeraonfch. 
Mr. Thos. Hetherington, High 

Coniscliffe. 
Mt.fiicnard Hodgson, London. 
Mr. J. Henderson, Maryport. 
Miss J. Head, Standing Stone. 
Mr. John Hmd, Cariisle. 
Mr. Richard Hodgson, Jim 

London,, 2 copies. 
Xtev. Mr. Hodgson, Fenriby. 
Mr. Jas. Harrington, Carlisle. 
Mr. Wm. Horn, London; 
Miss Hodgson, Abbey, Carlisle. 
Mr. Herbert, Bloomsbitrj,Lon. 

don. 
Mr. Hutton, do. 
Mr. HtmWeton, Whitehaven. 
Mr. Wm. Henderson, 

Gill 
Mr. John Hodgson, BeautnontJMr. 
Mr. John Hodgson, London. 
Rev. J. Harrison, High HeaLeUjMr. 



Raw. S. Ri Ibftleyl *' --«> ■'■ 
liverpooLjMr. John Hams, EagsesBeld. 
Mr. Jonaflma Hslwson ) , Wmte- 



Mr. Hobsoa, Carlisle. 

Ms. T. Hutton, do. - • 

Mr. John Hactitt, do. 

Mr. M. Henderson, Brampton. 

Mr. Thos. HalL, Wrytreee. 

Mr. Man Havgarth, liverpooL 

D. -livings L. L* IJV \ 
Mr. J. frvnigvOurBi 
Miss faring, Lemgtoi 
Mr. John Irving, Newcastle. 
Mr. George ir«^<^ajdiale. 
Mr. Wilamm fcrwi*, do. 

>. Wiffiam Irving, daw 
Mr. John Irwm, Newcastle. 
Mrs. f reget, London. 
Mr. W. Irving, PortmaaSquare, 

London. 
Mr. Joseph Irving, Carlisle/ ( 

• ••J r '■> '• 
Sir A. Jarmne, Bat*. 
Mrs. James, Barroek fledge, 
Mr. T. James, Solr. Brampton. 
Mr. John Jam e s , 8utgeoB, 

Carlisle. 
Rev. Mr. Jackson, Leneaeost 
Mr. W. Jackson, CarHal*. 
Mr. Richard Jackson, dm 
Mr. Jeremiah Jackson*, tie. *• 
Mn Thomas Johnsohv'do. 
Mr. R. Jackson, Whitehaven. 
Mr. Thos. It Jerri* Carlisle, 
Mr. John Jackson, Thnrony. 
— - ■ " ' ^Whitehaven. 
Mr. John Jordan, Cailklo; - 

. John Jollie,do. 
Mr. F. JolKe, Jun. do. - ; 
James Jollk, do. 



Lowthian, Mr^John Jackson, 



subscribers' names. 
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Mr. Robert James, Carlisle. 
Mr. Thomas James, do. 
Mr% James, do. 
Rev. Mr. Jefferson, Ridge. 
Mr. Robert James, Chalkside. 
Mr. This. Jefferson, Woodside. 
W. Jefferson, Esq. Bank of 
.: England. 

Mr; fi. Jackson, Whitehaven. 
Mr. Samuel Jackson, do. 
Mr. R. Jackson, do. 
Mr. E. Johnston, Jun. do. 
Mr. Wm. Jenkinson, do. 

K 
Thomas Knight, Jun. Esq. 

Papoastle House. 
Mrs. Kennedy, Crosby. 
Mr. Charles King, Carlisle. 
Mr. Daniel M'Knight, do. 
Mr. Thomas Key, Maryport. 
Mr. Knubley, Whitehaven. 

L 

Humble Lamb, Esq. Ryton. 
Joseph Lamb, Esq. Lymington. 
Warren Maude Lamb, Esq. 

Newcastle. 
Rev. T. Lowry, D. D. Crosby. 
J*' Lowry, Esq. Bunker's Hill. 
Joseph Liddell, Esq. Moorhouse 
Mrs. Liddell. 

Ninian Little,' Esq. Longtown. 
Wm. Little, Esq. Newby. 
Misses Losh, Woodside. 
Mrs. Losh, Jesmond, Nor- 
- thumberland. ' 
Miss Losh, do. 
Mr. R. Lowry, Solr. Carlisle. 
Mr. John Lowrv, do. 
Mr. R. Law, Solicitor, do. 
Mr. James Lewthwaite, do. 
Mr. W. M*Leownan, do. 
Mr. Robert Lamb, do* .. 

Vol. II. N v 



Mr. William Little, Annan. 

Mr. Langcake, Thrustonfield. 

Mr. Thomas Lowes, Carlisle. 

Mr. John flemon, do. 

Mr. Robert Leef, Edinburgh. 

Mr. J. Lawson, Scaleby. 

Mr. Wm. Lowry, London. 

Mr. R» Lawson, Drumburgh. 

Mr. Lowthian, Newhiggin. 

Mr. T; W. Loraine. 

Mr. Mat. Leutas, Liverpool. 

Mr. Liddel, Newcastle. 

Mr. Robert Lowthian, London. 

Lieutenant Little, Botcherby. 

Mr. John Lowrie, Brampton. 

Mr. Joseph Lee, do. 

Mr. Lancaster, do. 

Mr. Joseph Little, do. 

Mr. George Little, Jun. do 
r. Archibald Lawrie, Carlisle. 
Mr. John Laurie, Sanquhar. 
Mr. Loinas, Surgeon, Allonby. 
Mr. Robert Law, Carlisle. 
Mr. Joseph Lewthwaite, do. 
Miss Lewthwaite, Standing 

Stone. 
Rev. Mr. Leach, Jun. AsVham. 
Mr.T. Langhorne, Manchester. 
Mr. Leadbitter, London. 
Rev. J. Lowthian, KUlington. 
Mr. Robert Lightfoot, Carlisle. 
Captain Little, Whitehaven. 
H. Liitwidge, Esq. R. N. do. 
Thomas Lister, Esq. do. 
Mr. W. Ledger, do. 

M 
Sir Philip Musgrave, Bart- 

Eden Hall, 6 copies. 
Major Mounsey, Gilsland. 
P. Maxwell, Esq. Wastwatsr. 
Mr. Thomas Milburn, Carlisle. 
Mr. Wm. Mearns, do. 



*7* 
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Mr. John Matthews, Car&fe. ifctr. Thomas IMUMH S 

M*Johna|Btehell*do. bergham HalL 

M* Mulcaster, gtanwix. (Caption Moses, Boibesfakhe. 



Mr. Thomas Martin, Dakton; 
Mr. J. Monkhouae, Jun. Mid 

dfesceugh HalL 
Mr. George Mwgins, Carlisle. 
Mr* George Mourner, do. 
Mr. Isaac Milburn, do. 
Mr. David Matthews, do. 
Mr. Bichard Moor, do. 
Captain Moffit, Marvport 
Mr. Joseph Moses, Appleby. 
Mr.W. A. Mitchell, Newcastle. 
Mr. W. Morley, Great Corby. 
Mr, Thomas Morpeth, Carlisle. 
Mr. Tim. Martin, Liverpool 
Mr. J. Moresby, Whitehaven. 



M r. N. Maugham, London. 
Mr. Thoa. Mooter*, BrtrripU 
Mr. Thomas Milburn, AkWU 
Mr. Main, R. N. Moresby. 
Mr. W. Mitchell, WhitehaV* 
Mr. Richard Moore, do. 
Mr. J. Moresby, do. 
Mr. Thomas Milwmrd, do. 
Mr. Anthony Moore, do. 

. • K 
Mr. Wm. Norman, Solicit 

Carlisle. 
Mr. Robert Norman, dew 
Mr. Isaac Nanson, <do* 
Mr. Matthew Nutter, do. 



Mr. J. Moor, Bolton le Moors. Mr. Nixon, do. 

Mr. J. Mitchinson, KinggartXjMr. Wm. Nicholson, do. 

Mr. James Mounsey, Kingfieid. " 

Mr. Macheli, Low Plains. 
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Lieutenant Moses, R. N. 
Mr. Thomas Marrs, Braptpton. 
Mr. Edw. Moses, Tarn Souse. 
Mr. John Moses, Bank HalL 
Mr. Wm. Magnay, Ullerhank. 
Mr. Wm. Moore, Houghton, 

2 copies. 
Captain Moss, Workington. 
Mr. Marks, Carlisle. 
Mr. Charles Mason, do. 
Mr* J. Milburn, Tryalmain. 
Mr. Thomas Morris, Carlisle. 
Mr. John Myers, Newcastle. 
Mr. T. Murthwaite, Liverpool. 
Mr. Maxwell, Surgeon, Dum- 

fries. 
Mr.- F. Murray, Carlisle. 
Mr. John Milburn, London. 
James Moonsey, Esq. Preston. 
Captain Majenib*, Bangor. 



Mr. Joseph Norman, do. 
Mr. J. Nixon, Dentdale. 
Mr. Jonathan Nelson* -Ana 
Mr. Nanson, London. 
Mr. Edward Nelson, Annan 
Mr. John Nixon, Brampton 
Mr. Thomas Niehoi, do. 
Mr. Robt Nicholson, Londc 
Mr. Benjamin Nicholson, P 

vost, Annan. 
Mr. Geo. NelaWn, W. Beta 
Mr. Paul Nixson, Carlisle. 
Mr. H. Nicholson, Otuirdiai 

O 
Robert Ormaton, Esq. <Ni 

castle, 2 copies. 
Miss Ortristxm, do. 
Richd. Oliver, Esq. Brampl 
Mr. William Osbom, Pasts 

HalL 
Mr. R. Ousby, LongstrUttta 
Mr. R. Guver, Newcastle. 



h wa&id 

ade«v3£0inea. 

iirickW,E^LowCrosby 

leary Pearson, Solicitor, 

tisla 

Pulsford, Esq. 

enant Petts. 

^errinjr, Carlisle 

(TilliS Pitt, do. 

\ Plei^erlflath^LoMtown. 

0m. Porter, Carlisle. 

tabard Porter, Bnmrries, 

lobert Porter, Carlisle. 

(Vm. Pattinson, da 

%emasPortfcouae,Wkton. 

r. Peck, Itc GUI. 

lalpfc Pickering Carlisle. 

feniel Pattinson, da 

[ohn Pearson, da . 

tichard Peal, da 

T. Patterson, Low Plains. 

roaeph Park, Water Sida 

r, Peat, near Dumbarton. 

Pearson, Carlisle. 

aaae Parker, Brampton. 

roaeph Porter, Penrith. 

Pattinson, Cannoby. 

R. Pattinson, Exeter, 2 

ies. 

I. Proctor, Salt Holm. 

Tohn Peascod, London. 

John Ponsonby, Barrow 

use. 

\Pearson,Pttter«lCrootfl. 

1. Porter, Shehon, Staf- 

Uhire Pottery. 

. Henry Powell, Parton. 

*etri£, Carlisle,^ 2 copies. 

[oseph Purdey, do, 

fohn Penrin, Whitehaven* 

Wm. Penrith, Bath. 
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Mr. N. PwthaH, Boesle, 

Ms; Saba. Penney, Whitehaven. 

Q 

Mr. Win. Quayle, da 

Mr. John Quayle, da 

Thomas Relph, Esq. Wiatpn* 
L. Bigley, Esq, Liverpool 
Lieut. Robinson, Carlisle. 
M& John Robinson, Solr. 4a 
Mr. JFqs. Richardson, Dalston. 
Mr. Ale*, ^lobinton, Upperhy. 
Mr. E. Rowlands, Buckahank. 
Mr. J. Richardson, Warwick. . 
Mr. Richardson, Carhate. 
Mr. Joseph Ritson, da 
Mr. John Railton, da 
Mr. John JUilton, Carlton. 
Mr. Robert Raysan, Stockton. 
Mr. Robert Robinson, Carlisle. 
Mr. Thomas Roatledge, da 
Mr. Mm Robinson, da 
Mr. James RothweU, Mains. 
Mr. ThomasRoth well, Carlisle* 
Mr. Edward Routledge, da 
Mr. John Robley, Jnn. da 
Mt. Reid, Aldgate St London. 
Mr. John Reay, Newtown. 
Mr. E. Robson, Newcastle. 
Mr. Ralph Robson, da 
Mr. Charles Robson, da 
Mr. Wm. Robinson, da 
Mr. John Robinson, Percy 

Mam Colliery. 
Mr. Peter RothweH, Jun. Bol- 
ton le Moors. 
Mr. Wm. Ross, KirkoswaJd. 
J. Roome, Esq. Wekon. 
Mr. John Railton, Kirkhouse, 
Mr. J. Routkdge, Brampton. 
Mr. W. Rldgway, Warrington* 
Mr. John lUutiedge, CaSisk. 
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Mr. James Ross, Cartel*. . 
Mr. Thos. Robinson, Wicton. 
Mr. Wm. Robinson, Chelsea. 
Lowthian Ross, Esq. 
Mr. Ab. Ross, Underwood. 
Mr. Jos. Richardson, Warwick. 
Mr. Isaac Robinson. 
George Rone, Esq. London. 
Mr. Robinson, Carlisle. 
Mr. Jackson Roper, Newcastle. 
Wm. Rutson, Esq. Liverpool. 
Mr. Thos. Routledge, London. 
Mr. Thos. Ramsay, Penrith. 
Mr. T. Richardson, London. 
Mr. T. Robinson, Moi&t. 
Mr. Jos. Robinson, Bentham. 
Mr Edw. Rqbsen, Newcastle. 
Mrs. M. Richardson, London. 
Mr. P. Reid, Whitehaven. 
Mr. James Redfern, Pottery. 
Mrs. Raney, Whitehaven. 
Mr. William Randleson, do. 

2 copies. 
Mr. J. Robinson, do. 3 copies. 

S . 

Colonel Salkeld, Carlisle. 
Mrs. Salkeld, do. 
R- Southey, Esq. Poet Laureat. 
Mr. Joseph Stodart, Carlisle. 
Mr. Francis Stodart, do* 
Mr. C. J. Spencer, do. 
Mr. T. Sanderson, KirkKnton. 
Mrs. Stubbs, St Bees. 
Mr. Jos. Sargent, Newby. 
Mr. J.Scott, Blackw ell Wood. 
Mr. T. Scarrow, Carlisle. 
Mr. James Stockbridge, do. 
Mr. Stubbs, 3 copies. 
Mr. William Sanderson, Pow 

Beck, 2 copies. 
Mr. J. H. Sutton, Carlisle. 
Mr. Richard Sutton, do. 



Mr. Robert Sutton, Scaleby. 
Mr. Elihu Sutton, Scotfey. 
Mr. Jos. Sutton, Rogerscale* 
Mr. Hen. Stephenson, Carlisle. 
Mr. John Sawerby, tlo. w . v. . 
Mr. Richard Sowerby, do. 
Mr. Shearman, do. 
Mr. Thomas Stubbs, do- 
Mr. J. Stttdholme, Kingmoor. 
Mr. Wm. Stordy, Carlisle. 
Mr. John Strong* Brisco Hill. 
Mr. Tim. Starong, Ratten Row. 
Mr. John Scott, Carlisle.^ 
Mr. Wm. Smith, do. 
Mr. James Steele, Whitehavenl 
Mr. Geo. Sheffield, Cockbridge. 
Mr. Leonard Smith, Carlisle. 
Mr. Jeremiah Smith, Wigton. 
Mr. Joseph Strom?, Carlisfe. 
Mr. John Scott, do.- * 

Mr. Beeby Saul, do. .- r 

Mr. John Sowerby, do. <i 
Mr. John Scott, London. 
Mr. John Surtees, Liverpool. 
Mr. Isaac Stamper, do* 
Mr. T. Sanderson, Newcastle. 
Mb. John Stevenson, Bolton le 

Moors. 
Mr; Richard Spooner, do. . 
Mr. John Scott, do. i» 

Mr. Benjamin Scott- Carlisle. 
Mr. Stubbs, Dalston. 
Mr. Wm. Steele, Brampton. 
Mr. John Spence. 
Mr. J. L. Swallow, Green Side. 
Mr. J. Sibson, Crooked Holme. 
Mr. John Scott, Brampton. 
Mr. Henry Scott, Haltwhistle. 
Mr. Snowden, Carlisle. 
Mr. T. Story, Bleaberrv Lake* 
Mr.. Daniel Simm, Carlisle. 
Mr. Stevenson, do. 
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Vm. Sword, Xiongtown 
ohn Stewart, Canisle. 
'.Story, do. 
enatlsaii Story, ^la 
Tm. Shields, London. 
Lobert Shields, do. 
tea SewelL Past-master, 
lisle. 

L. Speddmg, Whitehaven, 
tavid Saul, do. 
lobert Strong, du 
tenjamin Smith, da 
William Shaw, do. 
ohn Sibson, do, 
'nomas Spenee, da 
nomas Skelton, do* 
. Steele, do, 
Jeott, da 

. Sibson, Kilton Row- 
ohn Scott, Saugbtrees. 
Sheffield, Coc&bridge. 
x>bert Story, London, 
reoige Story, do. 
[enry Slee, Melmerby. 
t Scott, Esq. Blackheath. 

Scott, Esq. Annan. 
, Scott, Solr. N. Shields, 
ohn Scott, da 
Lack, Derwent HUI. 
acob Stordy, Carlisle, 
ohn Simpson, London, 
impson, York, 
oseph Saul, Carlisle.' 
[. Saikeid, Workington. 
Sawerby, Christletown, 
• Chester. 
T 
barles Thurnam, Carlisle, 
pies. 

Thorndike, Esq. Edin- 
rh. 
Thomson, Esq. Carlisle* 



Miss Thonrion^ CarKsfe. 
Mr. W. Thorns, Manchester. 
Mrs. TurnbuU* Cockermouth. 
Mr, J. Tomlinson, Parkbroem. 
Mr. J. Tomlinson, Low Crosby. 
Mr. Win. Tweddle, Tarraby. 
Mr. R. Thomson, Scotby. 
Mr. J. Todd, Warwick Holme. 
Me. Thomson, Slack. 
Mr. P. Thiriwall* Nether HalL 
Mr. Joseph Thomson, London. 
Mr. Joseph Thomson, Carlisle. 
Mr. John Turner, da 
Mr. Robert Tiffin, do. 
Mr. Richard Taylor, da 
Mr. James Thomson, da 
Mr. Wm. Telfiur, London. 
Mr. J. Todd, Warwick Bridge. 
Mr. Todd, Newcastle. 
Mr. Anthony Teasdale, do. 
Mr.. Lancelot Thwaites, Bolton 

le Moors. 
Mr. James Taylor, da 
B. Thomson, Esq. Workington^ 
Mr. Joseph Thomson, da 
Mr. Wm. Tinling, Brampton. 
Mr. Tallantyre, go. 
Mr. Wm. Topping, Jun. da 
Dr. Turnhull, Edinburgh. 
Mr. John Tiffin, Leek. 
Mr. George Thomson, Penrith. 
Mr. John Tracey, London. 
Mr. Wm. Taylor, da 
Mr. Richard Thomson, da 
Mr. J. Thomson, Whitehaven. 
F. B. Taylor, Esq. Aldin 

Grainge. 
Mr. Robert Taylor, Barnard 

Castle. 

Mr. J. Taylor, Jun. Carlisle. 
Mr. ii. Thomson, Maryport. 
Miss J. Taylor, Manchester.- 
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Mr.Tr*to,tta**Uelda. M&. Mm TOiem, (SuNfe 
Geo. Ttasftffeeck, Esq. Bleacow. Mr. Jtttan WUsob, Liverpool 
Miss J. Tate, Holm HiH. Mr. Isaac Wilson, JfrJstsbn Hall 
Ms. J. Tetajf, Whitehaven* Mr. Joaepk Wttssn, Caidbeck. 
U Mr.&W9son,BoltaakMoors> 

Iter.J.Uodemood^rtc91Hafl|Mr. Weir, Dalrton. 
■L Leeds. - 



Miss Underwood, Leeds. Mr. Jobs Bownesa Wilson, 

T Solicitor, Brampton. 

Sir Frederick Fletcher Vane, Mr. WSsom Carmde. 

Bart Araashwaite HalL Mr. J. R. Wilsom, da. 

W . Mr. John Wilson, London. 

Hight Hon. Thomas Wallace, Mr. J»H Wilson, A hhey Holme. 

M. P. Careiton HalL Capt. Wilkiwm, Parsonbr. 

T. W vbeiah, Eaq. IseU HaH. Mr. George Waug*^ CariW 
Wm. Wordsworth, Esq. fcydal Mr. Thoma* Wa&teJi, d*» 

Mount. Mr John W*ldie, do. 

Mrs. Wheelwright, Carlisle, 2 Mr. John Wilkin,** 

copies. Mr. W. Woolmer, Stanwix. 

Miss Watson, Hawksdale. Mr. Wto. Wood, Eaaton. 
Mr. T. Wannup, Great Corby. Mr. M.Winegrove, Edinburgh. 
Mr. T. Warwick, Warwick. Mr. Wm. WaBace, Woriongten. 
Key. Mr. Watson, Ousbv. Mr. J. Wighatn, Newcastle. 
Mr. C Wannop, Solr. Carlisle. Mr. Watson, Low Plains. 
Mr. J. Wilson, SoL Whitehaven. Mr. J. Wales, Whitehaven. 
Mrs. Wilson, Ba^englass. Capt White, tie, 
Mr. TShofl. Wilson, Whitehaven, Mr. Joseph Watson, do. 

3 copies. Mr. John White, do. 

Mr* Wm. Wilson, <Jo. Mr. Wm. Wigfctman, London. 

Mr. Robert Wilson, Carlisle. Mr. Wm. Walker, Manchester. 
Mr.Thos.Wilson,Bush Inn, do. Mr. KelsickWood, Workington. 
Mr. Taos. Wilson, Butcher, do. Re*. X Waite, Washington. 
Mr. The*. Wilson, Smith, do. Y 

Mr. John Wilson, do. {Mr. J. Young, Carlisle, 2 copies. 

Ttte fithmng Names came too late to he inserted in their proper place. 
Rev. J. Hay ton, M. A* Queen'sjMr. James Davidson, Carlisle. 

College, Oxford. Mr. Wm. Hoodkss. 

H. A. Bodd, B- A. do. - Mr. J. Graham, near Otley. 

Mr. J. Brown, Student of do, Mr. John Caldwell, Wales. 
Mr. T. Irving, Wjgton. J 



THE END. 
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B. Scott, Printer, English-Street, Carlisle. 
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